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HENRY Baron of COLERANE. 4 


! 


Jo the Ri ght Honourable 


My Loxp, | | X 825 
4 s Gratitude is one of the greateſt Duties of Man- 
kind, poſſibly none make ſo cheap Payments of it, 
as the Brotherhood of the Quill; as being gene- 
ally incapable of any other Return even for the higheſt 
Favours and Honours received, than that of empty Thanks, 
do more than a Tributary Acknowledgment. Nay, and 
in that very Acknowledgment they only grow fo much 
the deeper Debtors to the Noble Patrons to whom they 
mkeit; viz. by taking the Liberty of publiſhing to the 
World, where tis they owe their Obligations; and coalequent. 
ly of cecording their -own Glory from that condeſcending 
Greatne!: and Goodneſs that ſo warmly ſmiles upon them. 

Tis thus with the moſt grateful Senſe of the long ge- 
recous Patronage I have received, the many High Favours 
heapd upon me under Your Lordſhip's Roof, I now pre- 
ume to enter thoſe Hoſpitable Walls to pay Your Lord- 
ſhip, this {mall Oblation moſt humbly laid at your Feet. 
And here when I look up to your Lordſhip as the Imme- 
date Succeſſor to the late Lord COLERAN E of cyer 
thgrant Memory, Your Lordſhip's Grandfather ; it opens 
ito ſo fair and ſo wide a Field, in my full Proſpect of 
the Glories Your Lordſhip derives from ſq (ſhining an Ori- 
ginal, that tis enough to ſay, and that with the whole Ar. 
ſtation of che World on my fide, that there has never 

. K been 


2 a E Arn . 
2 — — —— gas - — — — * 
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T. Diblerien 
been wanting all the Acquired or Invate Perfection throuph 


the whole Line of the COLERANES to complete the 
Worm, the Patzior, and the CurisTIaN. Your Log. 
ſhip's Predeceſſor, and his Great Father, laid their Nobleſt 


© Foundation of Honour in that Memorable LovYaLTy, as 


do ſee their whole Fortunes ſacrificed to the too hideoy: 

Outrages and Ravages of the then rewgning Rebellion and 
Anarchy. Tis fon ſuch Shades, like the Foil to the 
Diamond, that Honour takes its brighteſt Luſtre. 

Of theſe ſuffering Royaliſts Your Grandfather, tho ad- 
vanced toa Maſterfhip in Lettets and Sciences, yet not content 
with what the Briti/þ Treaſury of Learning cou d finnth 
him, for his yet brighter Enrichment, made a Four Years 


x | - Tour of Europe, even beyond the Gates of Rome; and that 
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too, not only to gather the Additional Accompliſhments 
from fo many viſited Countries abroad, but with one faber 


®” Glory full, to fly che too crying Shame of b Own. After 
bis happy Return under the Serene Smiles of the Royal Re 
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ſtoration, by a Double Title to the Favour of Providence, 
not only as the Juſt Reward of his Loyal Sufferings, but 
likewiſe of that Exemplary Conduct of. Life as undoubtedly 
drew down no common Bleſſings, he repair d the whole 
Breaches of his Fortunes, and gather d up all his Shipwrecks. } 
And here, my Lord, amidſt all this Beautiful Scene, 


even the Dramatick-Preſent I now make You, leads me 
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to this Grateful Speculation, Had all that ſtudicd VII- 
rox that has always ſhined in Your Lordſhip's Honourable } 
Family, made as fair a Light under every Britiſh Roof of 
Honour, the Publick Stage had never wanted Monitors ot 
© Satyriſts for its Reformation. The Poets themſelves, nay 
the very looſeſt of them, muſt have refined their Dramas 


evn 


The Devicarion. 


ig their OWN Defence, for an Auditory of CO LE. 
VES, or orherwiſe have had but a very thin Range to 
we their Boxes at their Performances. Nay, had the 
wick ate nity through their whole Survey of Honour 
1Oualit y nongſt us, had none but ſuch Patrons in View 
be them. ſuch Readers to pleaſe, and fuch Characters 
copy from, the Age would have found us neither Liber- 
> Authors, nor Libertine Subjects for them. The whole 
u of Poctry would have been fo brighten'd, that no li- 
los Pens had brought thoſe Monſtrous Births into Light, 
wy ſhame the World: Nor had the Preſs it ſelf lain un- 
the Neceſſity of Precepts or Regulations, either from the 
voor, the Senate, or the Pulpit it (elf for its Correction. 
And now, my Lord, as Your Lordſhip has received all the 
ghteſt Ornaments both of Extraction and Education from 
p Paternal Care, as ſeem'd reſoly'd even to tranſmit Him- 


* 
or WW toPoſtcricy, in the raiſing His Succeeding Branch up to 
N zo Heiohts both of Literature and Vertue; to what a 
e Rading Growth may the World expect to ſee Your Lord- 
" ps Blooming Honour ripen from ſuch a Parentage, and 
I  Popillage And conſequently with what Veneration 1 
lc Wit to approach Your Lordſhip, wich this humble Preſen- 


bn addreſs d co Your Acceptance from | 
My Lon p, 
Tour Lordſbip's 
| Moſt Dutiful, and moſt 


Dewoted Servant, | 


* 


. rok end 
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R EAD E R. 
3 
3 V n | 
VF al! Oppre/ſrons thoſe from Prejudice and Prepoſſeſſion we i 
ſevereſt, Let Merit and Reaſon in this Caſe be never (0 firm 
on the ſuſfering Side, however neither Plaint nor Plea ſball þ 
ever Permitted to ſpeak in their Behalf, as falling into thoſe mencil 
Hands where they are certain of lying under irrevocable (ondennats 
and that too of all Sentences the — „ untried and unheard, Th 
Hardſbip has been my Portion, when falling under a late Coldueſi fr 
. the Town, at leaf! in their Admiſſion of me to the Stage ( for wh 
Diſobligement I know not) it diſcouraged even the Theatres 7 5 com 
ming their former Favours towards me. And truly not wholly to 4 
ſerve fo unhoſpitable a Treatment, I have ſometimes thought (and 
hope without Vanity or Self-flattery ) that my Dramatic Labour: a 
not ſo utterly meritleſs (as this preſent . Eſſay bas teftined) but th 
They mig bi claim Acceptance; at leaft in the preſent Dearth of ld 
uber the moſt Eminent and Worthier Sons of the Muſes have been | 
vuanced to thoſe Publick Preferments, as to raiſe them a Degrie 0M 
fiooping to ſo humbls a Trifle, as the Pen- work of @ Play. 
Ar to this Performance, which naw ſubmits its ſelf to the Read P 
| Candid Fudgment, I muſt firſt acknowledge that ] ſe! Pen to Pap 
upon the Recommendation my good Friend Mr. Booth bad given m 
IO of the Plays of Beaumont and Fletcher, vis. The Knight of i 
Burning Peſtle, and The Coxcomb ; from whence he bought Ing 
borrow ſonie ſmall Foundation, and perhaps ſume liti!: Fabrick-wi 
. cowards a Comedy. I took the Hint accordingly; and though from th 


of The Burning Peſtle T baue made uſe of * more than the 900 
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To the Reaper. © 
cher in the Play, and wholly changed the Characters. I have 
bled ſomerring 4 larger part f the xcomb through it, chiefly in 
enen between Rinaldo, Viola, and Valerio. However, not to 
1 hs Pead, er'n of r be leaſt borrow'd Plume thoſe celebrated Authors 
bar firniſh'd me. without a particular * Acknowledgment of what and 
lene 1 fand :naebted to them. have ſet this | ] Charatteriſtick 
Wire very Line of the Original, for the more curious Reader's Satif- 
Won, ; 2 
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hd now to give 4 ſport Narrative of this Plays untimely ſtart into 
v IWerld, (for ſuch I may juſtly.call it.) Having now by me ſome finiſh d 
Wh. bar bare lain long dead upon my Hands, through my Excluſion 
the Stare: T reſolved to write this with that Silence and Secre- © 
4 to be able to ſurmount all Oppoſition, by bringing it into Light 
n adored Father's Hand. But ſo it hapned, that the Secret 
Wt Air, infomuch* that hopeleſs N ſtemming the common Torrent a- © 
l me, 112044 reduced to the Neceſſity of bringing it in in the lung 
n, and .on{equently with a very narrow Expectat ion of Profit from 
te Prodi of ſi barren a Seaſon. And as the then Emptineſs of the 
Ton cu d give it but @ few, t b thoſe all friendly Auditors, I 
dim contented with the general Reception it has met, whatever 
finders Feaſt i: bas otherwiſe made me. | | 
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Dion Garcia, arich Merchant, and City Magiſtrate 


A, Palerio, a Country 


| Adors Names 


M E N. 


T he Chevalier Don Garcia, his Nephew, a young 
Gentleman under Guardianſhip to his Uncle, Mr. Bulbck, u 
bred up a Scholar at Rome, 

A rich witleſs Count, deſign d for Lucis? 8 Huſband, Mr. Neri 


Rinaldo, a worthy Gentleman in love with Viola, Mr. N 


Carlo, his younger Brother, bred up a Mer- 
chant, and Factor to Don Garcia, in love de. Milt, 


Lncoa, 


Gentleman, : Mr. 
Antonio and Two Friends to Rinaldo and. 2 Mr. 741 
Silvio, Carlo, Mr. Purldea 
A Citizen and Common-Council-Man , 2 Spe- 
ctator of the Play, Fr Jolnſon, 


A young Gentleman in love with Jemy the! 

Common Council-Man's Daughter, and =y Mr. Ryan 
a part in the Play under the Name of Damon, 

A Boy, _ * in Girls Cloaths, . a Miſs for 


he Coun 
WOMEN. 


Viola, a young Lady contraſted to Ninaldo, Ms badi 
Lucia, an Orphan, Niece to Don Garcia, but a- 
dopted his Daughter and Heireſs, ec. in wi Nager. 
with Carlo, 
Jen, the Common- Council. Man- Daughter, firſt « ; 
one of the Spectators, and afterwards acting al Mifs Shen 
Part in the Play, under the Name of Phyllis, 


The Common. Council-· Man: s Wife, her Mother, Mrs. mn | 
An old Woman. Mrs. N 
A Ruffian and his Trull, n Danes „Country Gitls 
„ Vants, Meſſengers, Cc. N 


Ij)be Scene VERONA in laly. | 


Mr. Bulleck, i 
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HE 


PROLOGUE. 


woken by a Perſon repeſening an \ Alderman in a Gold 


* * - 

= ” = * —— 
* . — — 

rr % or 


3 8 - — 2 * - 
w wy 22 = = — 1 


HIS 4 da- Ploy. and [ al thought fe 
P-avpear Right N bi — 4 in Garb 9 7 0 5 
Lam lt round ſr my Eye: ſig fal 
te ſome flat ring Sparks that tell ſtrange Tales 
Y lf wondrous Feats perform'd by their ſweet Faces 
watch our City Toke-mates Smiles and Graces. 
{ way of Talking when you Bears grow pert, 
2 more your Vanity than our Defert. 
b gi frir Spouſes Names you're free for Toaſters ; 
but gite us leave 10 play the true proud Boaſters. 
What Glory bin you muſt our: Fame record, 
Ile a Grocer call a Grandfon Lord! 
Ur what's more ty ange to fee Triumphant Beauty 
With Coronet, hach and Six, in Filial Duty, 
her xe through a Croud of City-Cars, and ail 
vaſt 8 Daddy Helling at Guildhall, 
Tis we can boa 7 nor are you Dons fo ſyneamiſh | 
Ih think tir! Cundeſeenf on any Blemiſh. 
I, with in lden Girls you'll make hard ſhift, 
(ir Wares ef wo ants at one lumping Gift, 
Ld Eqn md Tran ſtrange kind Lift. 
Wel, the wil: . W od tis Union inuſt ſupport, 
[hen ler. ſhaks Hands 7ne City and the Court, 
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1 =” place. 


i nurualy each 1 mY ws. 
| We gilu Jour Honour, and Jou mend our Breed. 


in the Middle Gallery Side-Box are ſeated: the "EO Com 
man, his Wite, 11 Jenm their Daughter, as Spectators. T. 
* Conſmon Council man calls to the Speaker er of the 28 


C. 0 Man. Hark out, vou, Fellow there. | 
Prol. To me, Sir - : | 
CC. Man. Les, pott, Mr. Tattler: you hint. von 1 mai 4 fi 
Speech to rally upon the Honourable City. 
Prol. I hope, Sir, you don't come to our Play to pick @ Quarrel with u 
C. C. Man. H, for what elſe. Don't you think that I and my Spun 
fad Daughter here are come to your Mouſe of Vanities for mere Jai 
iy-ſake; No, Friend, I am à Common Council-man, and had the Hi 
; Rour 79 aſe my Religions Vote for the downfall o the wicked Dol 
in Bartholomew-Fair ;, and though we cant baue the Happineſs i 
rooting 7 thoſe Nurferies of Debauchery the two lewd Play-Hniſe 
however let me tell you, fince my Wife bas dragg d me hit her away 
you, I am,reſolvd to make a little Reformation-work with you, 
Prol. 4y, worthy Sir, we fhall be proud of that "n= ap 
C. C. Man. Put come, my Dear, x Box is not altogether ſo com 
nient, we'll go down and v4 upon the Stage. 
© Prol. Ay, Sir, and welcome. 
Jenny. 0h, dear Mother, ſpan't I gg along with y 
C. Wife. What, behind the Scenes { Nat, for th Worlt! Thou 
- young innocent Creature, and truft thy ſelf amongſt @ pack of wick 
Players ! I am an old Woman, Chicken, and there's no — ger of me, 
"or: And are they ſuch paw Creatures, ſay you t 5 , then Ii 
keep out of barm's way, I warrant them. They oa: þ mal a | 
my Face, I's wear my Maſk al che Play. Xx 
C. Wife. 4y, that's my beſt Girl. 17 
Exceun from above the Common oa and Wiſe 
ter to an Actreſs. 
' Afreſs. Come, dear 8 Scarf * e 27 
h, and whip N Lover ns; 1270 


| Ay, oy, tate em. [The Actreſs puts on her Scar. 
. Well if we can hut pur 1e upou jour old Dau. 
ſenoy. Ob never fear, his weak Eyes. Beſides gon know my Mo- | 
wr in the Plat; and under her anagement of the old Gentleman, 
wil do well ne er doubt it. e * 4% 
| [Exit from above, leaving the Actreſs maſk'd. - 
Enter Common Gouncil-man and Wife below. . * 
CC. Mans N, Friend ; not too much of your Curt fies and Com- 
unt, for 7 am afraid I fhan't deſerve it of you. For, look you, 1 
m 8 y en you 5 Ay, and not only upon the Profaneſs and Inmora- 
ly of your Plays, but upon the Wickedneſs of you Players too. Here's 
hub s Neſt of Rakes of gon. Nay bere's one Raſcal amongſt you ſets 
u fir a Fortune-bunter. ä | AIG, 
'Prol, One of our Actors? 1 85 
CC. Man. A, Friend, and ſo impudent a Varlet as to attack iny 
Dowghter yonder, 4 Girl that has Ten thouſand Pounds left her, be. 
ues what I can give her my NE | 
C Wife. Als, Friend, I hope yon UI pardon my poor Hſhand's Weak- 
ff this mad Talk of his. Theve is indeed @ worthy Gentleman that 
bei us the Honour to love our Daughter, But becanſe be once =o 5 = 
ofrelick, and added a ane your. Publick-Scage for lis msn Die-. 
in, 4 they ay, ſeveral Gentlemen had often done before him, m 1 
band ban concetved ſo utter an Auer ſion to him. —— Not but the 
bntlemen's Man of Honour and Fortune , born to a Thouſand 4 


ju, WL FFF 
WE Min, Phat bad a Thouſand a year to do upon the Stage! 
C Wife. 4y, Friend, do yon bear 2 1 This is the conſtant Rally 
it gives us, F ide do but name him. Stroller, Scoumdrel, Vagrant, 
0d what not, are the beſt Titles be can afford bim, and will no-more 
ur the Thought of him for a Huſband to his Danghter — 
: * 1 _ My Daughter ! No, Friend, my Houſe has no Rooft fer 
ge- birds. : If „ 
Wife. Nay, if Tor any other Friend ſpeak but a word in bis bebalf, 
te lol not on y on every Thing that has trod the Stage to wear a Clo- 
in Foor, but aloft every Thing that defends it too. And to tell 
Ju the Truth, I bad never drawn bim into your 2 Play-houſe 
Walls, as be call em, but that I bad been told, (t gh I find now 1 
Ine been miſ-informd.) that this very Gentleman play d a Part again 
| ; 2 30 


ut 
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| 46.8 . 00 therefor e .. pat ary Fe 

—.— tbe poor Girl 5 or ber Choice of a Player (for fu bo 

have bin) be has prevail d upon himſelf with a little of "my Imitation 

10 be a Spectator of your Performances to night. 
. C. C. an. Look you, Friend, not hing but a ſpecial Entertain 
cou d baue brought me amongſt you, to ſee this Feat her- headed Spar 

that plays with you for: bis Diverſion, gs my Wife calls it. But fince] 
have loſt my Expettation, it ſban't be ſaid I come to yalliolies 10 fall 
Pleaſure? in em, but to correci em. Expect my due Ren f and Chaſiife 
ment, wherever I find you —＋ 2 þ begin your Play. 

ou pleaſe to accept of that Bor. 
A 2 * 4 [Hands "emi into the — below. 


N 
A the Firſt, 


Emer Don Garcia and Carl. 
uU nor f H have been thy Maſter, Thou haſt 


« paid me 
A three Years Scrvitude. - And tis my Love 
« That gave thee Heat, and os to what 
« thou now art. 

« | have truſted thee with all I had at home, 
n foreign Staples, or upon the Seas, 
To thy Direction; tyed the good Opinions 
Both of my ſelf and riends, to thy Endeavours, 
# So fair were thy Beginnings. But with theſe 
# As | 5 ou had never Charge 
Jo love your Maſter's Daughter. No, bold Sir. 
shut [I] foon ail the Wings of that Ambition, 

And u. * zou know you're but a Merchant's Factor. 

Carlo, * Sir, do liberally confeſs I'm yours, 
ound both | by Love and Duty to your Service, 
In which without a Boaſt T have been faithful. 
have not loſt in Bargain, nor delighted | 
T' enrich my Wardrobe at your Coft; have given 1 no Penſions 
Jo needy Kindred, or more hungry Libertines; - 
Nor laviſhly in Play conſum'd your Stock: 
Theſe and the Miſeries that do attend em, 
* [dare with Innocence pronounce are Strangers 
Jo my more tempꝰ'rate Actions. 

D.Garc. Tas no more 
Than Duty. You diſcharg d the Truſt I gave you. 

Carlo. And for your Daughter, ſhe the beauteous Lucia, 
Ibu have honour'® with that Title, you remember 
Tout younger Brother the true Root to that fair Branch, 
br) in the T'rade of War to hardy Virtue, 
At Candia's fatal Siege againſt the proud Mabometan, 
There lodg'd th Heroes common Bed of Honour 
Ne hilt a m Widow, and his Lucia, 
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His "I 

_ xpos d to th F 
Fled to a Chriſtian Port, there 
Bound home for Italy. Iwas my good Fortune 
In the ſame Bark to ply my ableſt Eloquence 


I ſtem'd the Billows, 


wa his All; FOE. dy his Death. 


ury of the wry — Infidels 
und a Veſſel 


To huſn the ſtreaming Tears of that fair Mourner 
Paid to a. Father's too lamented Death. 


D. Garc. A Chriſtian Office, every good Man Ds 


Port we came. 


Carl. When in the Sight of-our w 
There roſe that Storm, an Enemy more dreadful 
Than the purſuing Infidels. From their Hands 
Such lovely Eyes perhaps.might have found ly 4 
But Winds and Seas have none. Here on a Rock 


- The Ship was bulg'd and loſt, all left to. periſh. 


This ſinking Fair canght by her flowing Treſſes, 
| re her ſafe to Shore, 
Drown'd only in a ſecond Flood of Tears 


For her loſt Mother. Both I could not fave. 
Home, Sir, I brought her, gave her to your Arms, 


"Whilſt in the Tranſports for her bleſt Deliverance 


You bent a Knee at once to Heaven and Carlo. 


D. Garc. I hope then you have no Ingratitude 
Io charge me with. 

Carlo. Ah, no; your darling Lucia 
80 gratefully receiv d, that dear Adoption, 
(Your own à barren Bed) you nurs'd your Heireſs, 
So cheriſh d and fo lov'd, that you commanded her 
To uſe no more the Name of Neice and Uncle, 


| But Child and Father And for me, you lodg d we | 


In your embracing Arms fo near your Heart, 
That as you found I had been nurft in Merchandize, 


Lou rais'd me up to Truſt, made me your Factor, 


hilt three bleſt Years, beneath ſo Warm a Roof, 
And your own warmer Smiles I have livd neo 

D. G. And this ted Tale is all to tell me. 
In meg Humanity to a helpleſs Creature 


lou did a generous Act of Vertue—— Virtue, 
Its own Reward; the Service paid it ſelf. 
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7,1, But if your Lucis thought me not fo paid # 
kt nearer touch d with a more tender Senſe 

Tad Life, a Gift receiv'd from me, 
u Gratitude at laſt grew up to Love — 
I, Garc. Love! Love to thee, bold Intruder to that Heart, 

Mer d"by 2 kind Father's Care to lodge "ITN 
\yorthier Gueſt than thee, thou infolent Varlet, 99 
(arb. Hold, Sir — Theſe Infults are ignoble. And to anſwer ycu 
With all the Modeſty of him that has been | | 

Tur faithful Servant: Though I muſt not pla 

The Boaſter ; Merit, when too much oppreſt, 

Wher? all Tongues elſe are dumb may find its own. 
Though Im a younger Brother, and my Birth-right 
Chims but te thouſand Crowns, I ſtand as fair 
nie your beauteous Branch to Wealth and Honour 
lk; the havghtieſt Pretender. Mer WC 

D, arc. Thou! 5 - 125 
Cub. Yes, 1 Sir. - 5 42 
hae been bred a Merchant, and the World's 

Bs Granary, Nature's rich Veins ate al! 
Mines of Gold, And as a Graduate Student 
Ive reach'd. the Depth of that great Art, that World 
ge all before me. If I want my ſhare on't, 4 
Inuit degenerate into that Vice 5 
N which I never yet was guilty, Sloth. 

W to the Honour of the Sons of Induſtry, 

tare pronounce this Glory juſtly ours: 

ere muſt be SouL and Senſe to found a Fortune, 

When Fools arc botn to find it. | 75 

. Gare. This fair Character | ; 

01 have given th' induſtrious Merchant is a Juſtice 
thank you for: Nor can deny your Maſterſhip 

N that great Science. I confeſs the Wealth | 
chat wide World our Canvas Wings ſoar round, 

Les fir for our bold Reach. But till that World's 
aLottery , and even our brighteſt He CL e's 

Jun but upon the fickle Goddeſs Wheel. 

Ne plough 2 dangerous Deep for our rich Harveſt, 
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"Add the moſt ORE Laboujer i in our Field N 
Not always is the proſperous one And all! 
Your promis d Grandeur to my happy Daughter 1 
Is ſtill to build, young Boaſter . Can . blame me th 
(Be your own judge) when my Paternal Care 8 
In the Diſpoſal of an only Child 
Prefers the preſent Now to your To- morrou-. 

Does not auſpicious Providence preſent me | 
A Huſband for my Daughter, Lord of that prodigious Fortune 


Carlo. Fortune! yes, the blind Deity's Darling, loaded with hy 


I a0 Bleſſing of five hundred thouſand Crowns: 
y, born to a Title too, his Veins Right Honourable 
N leſs, Sir, that a Cd unt Lou fee 140 "115 
D. Gare. And is not this a Huſband e e . 
Carlo. Not, Sir, of your Daughter. 
So far from worthy of her Arms. an Object 


[Favour 


Wore bes: lowefs Scorn, beneath Contem 


Nay, Sir, don't think a ſpiteful Rival ſpeaks. - 
Aﬀk your own Eyes. Behold him in his 3 
That deſpicable Wretch; and his * 
Infide, if poſſible, ten times more Wretch: 

An #fop and an idiot, double-compound 
Deformity Had you pickt me out a Rivat 
Entitled to the Stamp of his Creation, ; 
The Divine Image, Man; a Choice cou'd make 

Your Lucia happy, thoug i me miſerable; n 

Ta ſuch a worthier Claim I could bave yielded, 

*Forc'd my poor breaking Heart even to have reſign'd her, 

And dy'd to bleſs a Creature ſo below !“. 4 
D. Garc. I muſt confeſs indeed the Choice I've made her 
Both in his Perſon and his Intellequals, | 
Is not ſo worthy as I cou'd have with'd him. 

Carlo. Do you confeſs it then, own his rorthinels; 
And would you lodge a Monſter in her Arms, 
Her Days all Sorrow, and her Nights all Horror. 

D. Ghie, I'll hear no more. This tor, AS 8 call hin, 
Though his unhappy Figure is not 
To your nice Approbation, ſtill the Form 
He wears is nen n's Creation. 
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irh. So is Nature's 8 
Moſt abject Birth, a Toad's the Work of Heav'n. 
U. Garc, No matter what he is, but who I am. 
Ge marries where I pleaſe, And to perform 
The fd Reſolve I have made; this ney Minute, 
here diſcharge you from my Houſe: You enter 
Within theſe Gates no more; and for my Daughter, 
[ll give her Houſing ſafe from your keen Talons. 
Carl. Sir, I have been your Servant: And to ſhew you 
lam all Obedience ſtill, I am gone this Minute. 4 
Bit if ſhe be your Daughter, Sir, be you 
Her Father, if her Tyrant can be fo. Oy _  [Exit. 
Enter at another Door Lucia. 4 
D. Parc. Well, Daughter, I have done you and my {elf Juſtice. 
four Favourite, your Carlo „ — 
A, You have baniſh d. : 3 
D. Garc. Yes, from my Roof but not thy Heart. No there 
Heſtill reigns Lord. 25 N 
Lic. If he does reign there, 1s it 
\ Crime beyond all Mercy to receive 
A kind Preſerver to my tendreſt Thoughts? | 
D. Garc. Ay, there's the Claim he boaſts. He reſcu'd you 
From the devouring Waves. — What if I ſnatch'd | 
ATreaſure from the Flames, is't mine becauſe I ſav'd it > 
That were to turn Protection to a Tyrant, 
And Charity a T ie. | No, thou cheap Fool, 
Know both thy lelf and me. Think to what Price : 
My Favours have advanc'd thee, far above [8-1 
That poor Aſpirer. FCC 
Luc, Yes, I own your Favours, 555 
Tour kind Adoption of a wretched Orphan: C 
And all the Golden Hopes to which you've rais'd me. its 
D. Gare, Then raiſe thy ſelf yet higher, and think what Plans 
Of Glory I have lay'd thee. „ 
Luc, Na, think to what a Bed of Death you have doom d me, 
0 ſuch 2 1oath'd Embrace as you've provided me. og 
you have {howr'd upon me all thoſe warm 
titernal Snulcs, and dreſs'd me * ſo gay 
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. Eike a poor Victim, hung round with Garlands,. 


Were Mercy to this Cruelty. Bs 
D. Gare. Ay, now the cunniug Syren pleads her Cauſe. 
Woman, true Woman never wants Pretences 
To. ſcreen her Shame, and juſtify Rebellion. 
„La. A Rebel! No, your duteous Daughter ſtill; 
For here I make this ſolemn Proteſtation, + 
Ell never wed the Man ] love without your Leave and Liking, 


But huſh, the Count — See, Minion, you receive him 
With that Reſpect, or —— Well, Honourable Sir 


ama Count? 5 
me I am good for nothing but a Huſband: And ſent me a purpole to: 


let me. afk one reaſonable preliminary Queſtzon., | 


compliments me? 
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And only crown'd for Sacrifice; the inſulting Infidels, 
And all the ſwallowing Waves that Carlo ſaved me from 


f 


Nor him you chuſe for me without my own.. _ 
Ihis Duty, Sir, 1 owe, and this Il pay you. 
Do's Nature, Law, or Heav'n aſk more! Na, Sir, 
When a kind. Father has rais'd up a Child "MY 
Jo the fair Bloom of Life and Hopes of Love, enrichd 
With every ſhining Grace, Wit, Senſe, and Honour. 
When he has thus handed her with Bleſſings into tlie World, 
know no rightful Pow'r he has to ſend her with Curſes out of it. 

D. Garc. Ay, every Thing's a Curſe. but-your own darling Trai- 

tor Carlo. 3 8 ; 
: Enter Count. 


Coe, Honourable ! I am Right Honourable. Dont you knowl! 


D. Garc. Happy in that illuſtrious Title to make a noble Huſbard-- 
Count. Ay, ay, a Huſband! My Nurſe and my Lady Mother tells 


wake ſweet Mrs. Lucia a Counteſs. ; hep 
Luc. Well, Sir, as Thrift and Induſtry are your Favourite Ver 

tues, and you expect your Daughter ſhou'd copy her Original, be- 

fore I enter into the Merits of the weighty Cauſe before me; pry 


D. Gang. What Queſtion you pleaſe. SEP ALE: 8] 
Luc. Then, Sir, if I ſhou'd caſt an Eye of Love on this dear Creature 
And take the noble Don to my Embraces — | + 

Count. Courage, dear Daddy that muſt be; do you hear how ſte 
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lun. Do you deſign that I ſhall generouſly oblige the World'by 
wading him round in common to the.publick View: or that Iſhould 
me the beſt Improvement of my good Fortune, erect him a little 
Theater, and ſet up a Stage? | Ef LOI 8 
D. Gare. A Stage; for what? ” | 5 
Luc, For the Sight of this pretty Monſter! Ah, Sir, do but con- 
ter, how the Pence and the Pounds would come trolling in! Such a 
ſuree· ow well managed would bring an Eſtate. 
D. Carc. Hold thou ungracious Brute, how dar'ſt thou treat me 
with this impudent Ribaldry ! Sure I deſerv'd a ſericus Anſwer from 
ee, 
. A ferious Anſwer! How can you expect one? 
That Load of Rubbiſh, that Scare- crow for a Huſband 
propos d in carneſt! Every trembling Vein, 
Amy whole Maſs, ev'n Nature ſtarts at th' Horror 
Of ſuch a ſerious Thought. | 
D. Gare. Ay, thy own Traitor Carlo, 
Int black Uſurper of thy Heart, has left -— 
No root for ſecond Thoughts. | 


* 


| Lic, Nay, now you make me bluſh to think fo poorly of me. 
My Love to Carlo the Cauſe of my Averſion to this Spectacle 


Were there no Carlo here —— no, nor in the World —— 
My, had vou nurs'd me in a Cave, ſhew'd-me no human Faee but 
that, toid me, ' | 1 
This wart only Creature of his Kind, | 
And we the only Two left to preſerve the Breed, 
[4 drop the whole extinguiſh'd Race of Mankind 
Before Id ſtoop to touch a Filth ſo loathſome, 
D. Card. Ay, now the poiſonous Fury ſwells; butknow 
| hall fnd ways, young Fiend, to lay this Devil. 
And firſt Pl} lock thee up. IP | 
Li. And make a Cage- bird of me. 
Ay, Str, but! ſhall ſing the ſame. Tune ſtill. 
U. Garc. And you are fure you ſnall! 
Luc. So very {ure ont, ; 
That bar me Liberty, nay, Bread, and Life. 
This you may do : My Perſon's in your Pow'r. | 
Lut know, to the Confuſion of all 28 weak Attacks, 


f 3 | "L 2 12 4" 

"i y My Soul's impregnable. Not Jailing, no, 
Ner- 3 ſhall e' er mould me to that Tool, | 

1 A Wretch ſo abject as t embrace that Fool. Exit 
f i f D. Garc. This perverſe Obſtinate, this ſtubborn Jezabel, © * 
mn Count, Who, Mrs. Lucia! Why do you think then ſhe has not 
i an Affection tor met.” 

WW. D. Garc. Death! What Queſtion's here. [Al. 
1 | I, barb'rous Woman, with her Uſage of thee ! 

Wo Count. Nay, as you fay, ſhe has us'd me a little ſtrangely : By 
1 3 ſignifies all that ? 1 ave heard my. wiſe Mother tell me that 
* theſe cunning young Wenches will never let a Man find the bottom 
1 of 'em; never ſpeak what they think, but uſe them worſt that the 
1 love belt. Who knows then after all, but this my be Love x 
18 this while. 

= D. Garc. Love, in the Devil's Name! * 

W. - Well, be't or be'r not Love, it ſhall be Love 

_ == Before I have done with her : Let mealone 

"18 To battle this coy Dame; ſo Courage, Don, 

— _ 2 thy Head — fear nothing. She's thy own, Boy. 
1 | F, ear! I fear neither Man, Woman nor Child, but my 
* Nurſes and my Lady Mother. I fear | 

i ” D. Garc. Well, if I can but hammer this tough Rebel 

— 3 To mould her to my purpoſe, I am happy. 

— At leaſt I have this Block ſafe. No Soft-wax Tools 
Io work ſo well upon as fearleſs Fools. { Exeunt, 

[F N Wt C. C. Man. Well, Fubby, methinks the Play begins with a littlelV, armth, 
4s C. C. Wife. Ay, ay; bere's like to be warm Work indeed, when tie 
"11 Devil blows the Bellows. What a Spirit of . Lucifer has that ſpiteful 


old Father to force that 7 ingenious young Girl imo the Arms of jo nattſe- 
ous a Fool ? 8 
C. C. Man. O fe, Child, fie. That Fool is worth Five hundred 
thouſand Crowns, the weighty Summ of Five tbouſand pounds a yer. . 
C. C. Wife. Well, and what then ! Will his Five thouſand weight 
furniſh bis Tight Nodale with Li, Grains of Senſe to recommend bim t. 
the Arms of of a Woman 0 F ber Wit ! But tis 11 pour Conſcience. uſt 
ſo you fre your own 22 and Blood, that poor Girl yonder. Becauſe 
her childleſs rich Uncle wy ber a Portion of Ten thouſand Pounds in you 
Hands payable upon Day 205 Marriage, provided forſooth, ſue marriei with 
ber Father's Conf you never * her marry at all. C. C. Man. 
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CC, Man. No, not with ber Player-man, I can aſſure you. No, 1 { 
bay provided her 4 Knight and an Alderman — + 

(C. Wife. Out on him for an antiquated Piece of Mortality, a Match 
b br Grandmother if ſbe had one. This fuſty old Dattrel of yours 1 
ſte bat e :tle more worldly Muck raked up together, and perhaps 
n huaft trebl» che Thouſands of this honeſt Gentleman. | 
(CMan. 4y, twice treble his creeping Fortunes. 2 : 
(C. wife. Tes, there's the Charm that recommends Him. Fie, Huſband, 
y ann you debaſe your ſelf to ſuch ſordid Avarice ;, nay to ſuch unna- 
al Cruelty as to undoe your poor Daughter with ſo wretched a Choice © 
ler, and reſiiſe ber ſo worthy a Choice of ber own. Methinks you 
yi be prod to match her to ſo well bred a Gentleman, and born from 
ble « Family, if "twere only to mend her City-breed. For tho the 

Girl for Honeſty, Wit, Touth, and Beauty may deſerve him, (he'll , 
bin no extraordinary Envichments to his Scutcheon , when her 
4 was but a Coſter- monger. 5 2 
CCMan. Am] Do you know where you are? We'll talk of Family- 
nent at a more proper Time and Place. Tis other buſineſs brings us here. 
C.C, Wife. Tes to reform theVices of the Stage. N 
b Huband, for true Reformation-work 
by «who to mend the World abroad woru'd come, 
nid frit begin, and correct all at home. 
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AS 
The SCENE a Garden-Wall, with the Door open. 
Enter Rinaldo and Viola. | 


Y {wceteſt Viola, ſuch Love 

Viol. Speak ſoftly; ä 
ton! ſhould any prying Telktale Liſtner RX + 
a this ſtol n Vide to my Father's Ear | E 
peer ſhould meet again. - 5 8 5 
kindld, let we have met, | 
our warm Eyes have met before his Face. 
cken has he ſeen my firing Soul, 


Mall. 


(For 
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(For ſure my Heart look d through me) | 
Snatch a kind Glance from thoſe fair Twins of tate | 


. and alone. Though he durſt truſt 


He knew it, ſuffer'd it. 


How can he play this Tyrant! 


His ſhining Gold has his weak Eyes fo dazled, 


own Text, I hope, for your Converſion. 


Made bold by Pow'r, audacious by Authority, 


Wi a. tt, - * . 
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By a commanding Father? 
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I'II fly at once the Tyrants' and the Tyranny, 
Fly for Protection to thy Arms of Love. 
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Uncheck'd and unrebuk' d? How has he truſted me 
To lead thee forth to filent Bow'rs and Groves 


574 Innocence, how cou'd he truſt thy Charms? 
id he believe that either I had no Heart, 
Or thou no Darts to wound it? ? 

Viol. He believed. 


Rinald. And now to part us 


Viol. All are Tyrants 
When once Ambition reigns. The Lover he has NPE me 


Till blind to Juſtice, Honour, all Humanity, 
Not his Heart only, but his very Doors are lock'd againſt thee, 
Can Love be bought ant ſold Oh barbarous Avarice, | 
How many thouſand Maids haſt thou undone ! 

C. C. Wife. Do you bear that, Mr. Common Council-May, Avant 
Avarice! Well this honeſt Play 1 ſee will read Jou a Os: upon 


C. C. Man. Hi ; let the Play go on. 
Kinald. But, 5 my faireſt, how will all thy Conltney 
Bear the proud Inſults of a daring Rival 


Commiſſion'd for thy daily Perſecution 


Viol. Bear it! Not at all. 


Wilt thou receive me, ſhou'd I play the Run- away? 
po Say that again, ſweet Life. 
7ol. Run from my Family, | | 
My Father, Friends, nay, run from my own Honour : 5 
(For Virgin-Wanderers bear a hard Name,) 
And all to meet the Man this Heart can only love, 
| Rinald. Has the wide World thy Equal! 


— wy n 7 r _— . . 
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74. But quick, I muſt make haſte, 

we this ſhort ſtol'n Meeting to the Umbrage 
a Religious Aunt NOW walking in the Garden: 
pe her in her Evening- Contemplations, | 
Imuſt be back before her worldly Thoughts | 
bum 40d mils me, —— Thus then I have projected: 
know my Mother ſprung from Noble Veins ; 
Ah Honourable Lord my Grandfather 
ft me 2 Legacy in Pearl and Jewels 
Joh Twenty thouſand Crowns. My Father's Keys, 
wiealous of a Theft from my young Innocence, 

ein my Pow'T to ſteal. I'll to his Cloſet, 
I ſeize the fbarkling Treaſure. 

CC Man. Here's 5 Roguery. | 
10, Not that Al play the Thief and rob my Father; 
oaly cake-no more than what's all mine, | . 
f whats thine, my ſelf. | 

al. is is ſuch Goodneſs ds! | 
ſho, Ar the Hour of Twelve to Night, at Twelve exactly, 
the neut Corner to my Father's Houſe | 
ready to recgVe me. Our next mcetin RS | 
hall be to part 20 more. Exit into the Garden. 
Rinald, Lo rt no more. [ Looks on bis Watch... 
pit to a Minne! Now but four ſhort Hours : 

0a long Lite of Joy, —— one Lite! A hundred. 

[ell talte 2 Year of Pleaſure in a Day, | 

Mmakc 2 Lite whole long Train of Ages. 

wt in theft. 197102 Tranſports for my own. 

vlted Bleiungs, et me caſt an Eye 

Pity down on my unhappy Brother. 

I, Carg! what tho thine the younger Birth, 

b Merits equil to the Eldeſt born, 

bend nd what's more glorious ſtill, 

Ihou loy'{t as + ohourablly; yet fo unequal 
INT mortai Diſpenfations , What 1 loud | 

Ricker thy lend, and what warm Sun chears mir e- 

5 Fnter Auitonio. 
My. car Rinaldo! 5 
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Rinald: My. 
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Rind, My beſt Friend Antonio. 
Anton. How moves the Sphere of Love > 
Rinald. All Muſick, Boy. 


This Night exactly at the Hour of Twelve 
The lonely Eyes {teal forth. . == 


Anton, What; a fair Wanderer 
Rinald. Yes, Friend, to brighten this auſpicious Night 
Beyond the poorer C nthia's borrow d Beams ; | 
That orient Star will ſhoot into theſe Arms. ; 

Ant. All Joy to your good Fortune. And to heighten 
Theſe Joys, I have a Plot, if my Art fails me not, 
Will give a fair home puſh for the reſtoring 
Your drooping Brother's Joys too. 5 

Rinald. The poor Carlo 8 
That will be kind indeed. 13 
Anton. To a Tavern hard by 
We have lured out his rich Coxcomb- Rival, 

Rinald. Excellent. 

Anton. The Managers who have him in their Hands 
Are all my faithful Tools. A Knaviſh Boy of mine 
J have ſent out to rig up for a Mifs for him. 

Thou ſhalt along, and lend thy helping Hand, 


And by the way TI tell thee the whole Project. 


Rinald. What; to a Tavern! 
Anton. Ay, thou haſt four Hours good. 
And leſs than half that time do's our whole Work. 


' Rinald. But ſtill, to a Tavern! Doft thou know my Weakneſs? 


I dare not truft that mortal Poyſoner Wine. 
My leaſt botd Launch into that curſed Juice 
Transforms me to a Beaſt, {trips all my Reaſon, 


And fires me to a Madman. 


Anton. Fie, Rinallo, 
Ben't frighten'd at a Shadow ! Drink ? 1 hate i it 
As much as thou: It makes a Beaſt of me too. 
Let your wild Tramontanes, your Belgick Boars 
And German Swine love wallowing ; we'll have none ont. 
We'll only puſh about an innocent Glaſs : 
Our OR 4 1s to load the ook,” 


Cap 54 
15 gorge that ſhallow Monſter down, and * "RY 
my Rinaldo. 
Wal But my Fears — ain 
Anton. All Bugbears. 
tell thee thou ſhalt ſlip the Glaſs, drink any ting, 
Drink nothing, — come along — 
Finald. On theſe Conditions. 
fon. Any Conditions. Tis to ſerve a 3 any 
Thy generous Aſſiſtance in his Cauſe | 
Will bleſs thee in thy own. 


SCENE changes tg a Street. 
Enter Carlo and Boy in Girls at be. 


remely well. 


Sir, Here's 3 Face Carries as tempti ng a Lure, as if I bad been ſtamp'd 
0 the fair cogening Mould. Not e erranteſt Gypſy of the Sex 


yond me. 
Carlo. Nay, Boy, at the rate thou talkelt, thou haſt not oY bor- 
oy d the rack but the Vanity of the fair Sex too. 
78 Vain, or not vain, ne er fear, Pl do the Work for you, 
[ſhall 


nd Charms enough, I warrant ye, e, to nay 
That thin-ſoul'd Aflimal, your doubty Rival. 


but, Sir, I muſt be gone. The Cabal ſtay for me. 
Carlo. Ay, Boy, and take this Earneft of my Favour 
Tencourage thy Performance. (Gives him 3 8 


(erh. Well, ſpeed your Plot. 
boy, A Pies of Gold! Well, I ſhall ſet up for a Miſs, I begin 


arlo 


The Tool I want of him — Thou, and Ldrink!— as v2 1 55 


nl. Well, thou haſt conquer'd . 11 8 


Carle, Troth, my young Varlet, thou becom!'ſt thy Petticoats ex- | 
By. Ay, Sir, or my Glaſs lyes. [Looking ; in a Pocket- glaſs.) Look ye, - 


By, { humbly thank you, Sir. LBowing. 
 Carls, A Bow ! A Curt ſy, ye young Rogue. 
by, No, by no means, Sir. : | 
Wy naturz! Duty to my noble Maſter. [ Bowing. 
keep my Curt 1 ics for the Fool your Rival, (ure hing ; 


mth one part of her Trade the fing | of * 5 [Ai | 
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My Maſter's Nephew! 


+» Not tied too cloſe a Slave to Books and Tar 
have made this Trip from Rome's Imperial Vatican, 
My haughty School-Miſtreſs, to fair Tue, 
My humbler Cradle-Nürſe. 


Amongſt my Ruſtick Vaſſals. 2 
| Amongſt thoſe Homagers will cheriſh Fg it ſhines. 2 | 
Suck d from the Breaſt of that illuſtrious Mother, 


— b 
— 9 - 
r 
* 
* 2 
— 


| Thy Lights and Shades thus beautifully mix'd, 


(89 
opes of as. my daes 
ir Lacies arm 
Oh Love, forgive me when in thy Nat e 
I (09 this humble Game. | 
Enter Chevalier and e in Wee 
Chev. Drive to my Guardian Uncle's, and . i for my 


Exe Fans Servants, 


Carl Debarr'l all K 


Carlo. Ha! the young Honourable Chevalier, 


2 
* 


Chev. Honeſt Carlo ! 
Carlo. Welcome to your own native Air. 
Chev, Yes, my good Friend; 


' Carlo, To pay a Vit 
To your kind Uncle-Guardian. 

Chev. Yes, and make 
One farther Country-ſtep down to the Ville | 
That calls me Lord, there to doal round wy Smiles 


Carlo. Your warm Preſence - 


| 


Well, Chevalier, in all your learned Nutriture 

How do you like the World's proud Beauty, Roms? 2 
Chev. I have ſurvey d her with the Eye of Wonder. 

Oh, Rome ! would ſome bold Painter, thy own Angelo, 

Or thy fam'd Raphael, draw thee to the Life. 

Here Shirts of Hair-cloth graced with Copes of Gold: 

There Pomp in Penance; nay ev'n Cells in Palaces. 


Thou'rt all one Princely Scene of proud Humility. 
Car. I fee, young Student, you are 2 p an Orator. 


_ Chev. Ag Often Not on this Subject, Carlo. 
1 have not ſeen the Glories of New Rome 
en half the Pleaſure | have read the Monuments | 


2 


I, 


 Reſervd by Fate for me. 


Tdreawat I met the moſt Angelick Creature 


Give me her Heart, nor I retrieve my own. 


(x 19 9) 4 7 


ol the more glorious Old one; She whoſe PURE 1 
Held the univerſal Reins, and drove the World; 
How has my very Soul N with theStories' 
Other immortal Heroes! 
Carlo. If thy Breaſt 
Has caught that wage Warngh E =o, _ ty Et 
ow haſt thou ſto e Charms ighter Beauty . 
: , haſt thou felt Love yet? ee rb LL 


. Faith, Carlo, no. \ 
Ihare ſeen gay Courts, ſeen all the Ps Beauties, 72-6 
Whole Conſtellations of the Fair, untouch'd - 7 
En with one fingle Dart from their whole Quivers. 

Not that Jam Shot-free, or deſire to be fo. | 

No, Cario, with ten thouſand Crowns a-Year, | 
That fair aheritance, a briſk young Fellow; | of 
Nay, and bred up told faſhion'd Honour too, PEA. + 

A Soul above a wanton Syren's Arms; 

[want a Shaft from ſome bright Eyes of Honour 

To ſtrike this Virgin-heart, want a fair Partner 2 

To ſhare my Joys of Life, and Smiles of Fortune. „ 

Carle. Cheriſh thoſe vertuous Thoughts, and truſt in Providence - 
To find thy yet *unconquer'd Heart a fair one, 

Shall crown thy Life with Bleſſings. 

Chev. Troth, good Carla 
Had I but half thy eaſy Maſter's Faith 
la Fortune-tellers, Dreams, and airy Viſions, 

(As I thank Heav'n, I have not,) I ſhould tell thee. 
h very melancholy Tale of Bleſſi 4 


Carle, Prithee, what Tale? 
Chev. PI telf theg Early cer I wak'd this Moning, 


That ever made Man happy, or Man miſerable. 
Nay, in a Country Cot I met this Wonder. 
loyd her, woo'& her. But, alas, th invincible 
With all the generous Pity ſhe return d me 
Her plighied Faith all ſeal'd before, cou d neither 
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| 5 { For, ch in per dye fatal Hasen bound, 


' | The SCENE opens and diſcovers Rinaldo, Antonio, Silvio, a ce 


F 


(209 


I wore them to a Grave, and died to break em. 
Carlo. A melancholy Tale indeed! 
4 Nay, Carlo, | 

Thad 25 travelPd two ſhort Leagues from 1 
grizly Hermit ſtopp d my Chariot, 

Tal 45 the Thee inevitable Fate 

To w uch my Country- Journey drove, re ting | 

All the ſame Tale my Dream had told 55 ore. 
Carlo. Theſe Circumſtances look a little odly. 
Chev. Well, if there be that Beauty in the Word, 


- That one yet unſeen Phenix of the Sex 


ble to work theſe wond'rous Feats upon me, 


- [ ſhall believe the Miracle when I ſee it. 


But hiſt The Night grows on, and my good Uncle 
wil mm at my ſtay. Come, wilt thou hand me to him. 
arlo. [| 


Alas, his Doors are barr'd. againſt the baniſh'd Cal! 

Chev. How ! Baniſh'd | Prithee, Man, for what 5 
Carlo. A Crime unpardonable ! I have aſpired 

To love his beauteous Daughter. 


Chev. My Meet Couſin Lucia 
And do's ſnhe love thee, Carlo / 5 
Carlo. Do I live, Sir EF: - * 
Without her Love 1 cannot. FA 

Chev. By my Life wk 


\ 


I honour the kind Girl. I am fure thou merit t her ; F 
And if my Intereſt with thy cruel Maſter 


Quan do thee Service, here's my Hand [I'll ſet up 
A Champion in thy Cauſe. 


Ext, 
Carlo. Alas, ſweet Youth ! againſt this barb' rous s Father 8 
His Heart of Flint thy frank and open Pow'r ö 
Will prove too weak to carry the Attack: F 
1 muſt find deeper Mines this Rock to ſhake, { Exit. 


as in à Tavern, each with a Bumper of Wine, Drawers attending, 
Anton, Come, all in a Volley. it: — 
om Preſent? | e oy bay 


Su. Gin 


e 


n r — 


OG 1 ·ͤ | 
g, Give Fire! Ie all drink and Hurra. 
(un, Huzzce! Well this huzzeeing is very pretty Sport, on ly 
wee Bumpers are ſuch naughty Things. | "$M 
kim. Oh fie, Don; we = you your Glaſs as we give you our 
wk brim full. Our Love flows o'er like our Wine, Noble Count. 
Bal. Ay, Faith, young Lord, we love you better than your 
Wiſtreſs. | 

nt. Better than ſhe loves one! Ay, ſhe don't love me at all. 

mn. Not love thee! *Tis impoſhble. Not love a fine young 
bark with ſuch a Shape. 1 | 
tral, And ſuch a Face! Silu. Such Beauty 

4:9, Such Charmes . 5 

(wi. Ay, my Lady Mother tells me I am very handſom. 

&nald, And don't this cruel Creature love a Youth ſo pretty! 
lum. Ay, and ſo witty too * 

F. $0 fharp ! - ___, Rmald. So. ingenious 

(inc. Nay hold, Gentlemen — Not too much of your Sharps. 
h wiſe Lady Mother bid me never beat my ſelf too much upon my 
im a Lord; and am worth Five hundred thouſand Crowns, 
d had no occaſion for Wit. Let your poor Rogues boaſt of their 
Is who have nothing elſe to live by. | | 
Rivald, Ay, marry! now you ſpeak like an Oracle. What's flaſhy - 
It to maſſy Gold, dear Boy? | | 


1 


— * 
: 
— 

x 


* 


nn, But ſtill this ſenſeleſs fooliſh Girl not love thee! 

(wn, Love me! Why ſhe can't endure the fight of me; but roars, 
Ituls, ang} ſpits, and ſquauls. But that a Man may ſee ſhe's a2 
man by her Petticoats, udzooks ſhe talks to me more like a Cat 


Wa Chriſtian, Anton. Oh abominable ! . 
Wald, A Miſtreſs! A Monſter! Talk no more of her, ſhe is not 
KM thy Thoughgt. — 


(ont, Ay, but I muſt think of her whether 1 will or no. Here's 
Lay Mother has ſent me a purpoſe to think of her and no body 
k And here's an old doating Father of hers ſo woundily in Love 
WM me, and ſo ſtark ſtaring mad for me for à Son-in-Jaw, that he's 
putting us together to bed noulunt voluns, as they call it: And if 1 
al Grace enough to behave my felt like a ſober, good Chriſtian, |, 
N Wpocrs, I believe he'll force me to raviſh his Daughter. | 
had, And muſt the coy Puſs beraviſh'd ! A Rape] A Halter! 
| i | Anton. Ay, 


# round me. 


ne 
2 


X.. 2 x 
© * 1 * 
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= = * 
, 


A 1 22 2) e 
3 Au hang ah Ds hang her! And e- en Gas, for hy 
Silv. No, drown her, Boy, drown her i 10 a hearty full Be 
thy. happy 1 her. 40 — 5 
Cant. ppy verance from Udo 
double "fo to that Health, oh W arg 
Rinald. 1 7 that's a Health worth drinking 
Anton, Ay, fill round, Raſcals. X 
| AS ON G 55 Antonia and Sia 
Au. B lull our Cares to Ref, 
Calm Palpitat ions in the Breaſt: 
Render our 22 Misfortunes ſweet, . 
And Venus buxom in the Sheet. 
Silu, Let's think of all the Friends we — 
And drink to all worth drinking 10. 
Men who remote in Sorrows live, 
Shall by our luſly Brimmers thrive. 
Ant. Well drink the Wanting into Wealth; 


And they who uiſb into Health; of 
I Aﬀiifted 1 into | 


„tb Oppreſt 
Into Security a N 1 850 
Silv. The Braus ſball triumph in 8 | 
© True Lovers have kind Miſtreſſes : 
Poor unregarded Vertue Praiſe, 
And the neglected Poet Bays. 
Chor. Thus ſball our Healths do 1 good, 
Whilſt we 2 all aue wou'd: 
For free Care, 
W, — 100 e but wht we are. 


And ſo to the Noble Don's Deliverance. © The al d 
Count. 1 don't know, Gentlemen, methinks the Candles all 0 
Tudden fall a twinkling fo ſtrangely: And the Room begins to dt 


Anon. Ay, Don, get but looſe from this young Barbarian, 
x Nt fe thingwill dance round thee or the Jo of tha Dev 
Deer. Hero Lady ele 1 fo ith het F 

N to wi er vat 
Don Sik; 3S ha young F " ow St, 


U "1 


e e 
her up, Sirraf, 


My Daugliter, Gentlenen, Brin 
oF Enter Bey in Girli Claths. * 
u | hope, worthy Gentlemen, you Il excuſe my Bluſhes for this 
I But a Father's Comnands are abſolute. wid 
| bey all riſe and ſalute the Boy. 
ball O, ſweet Lady ! nerer bluſh at this high Favour done to 
> moſt humble Servant. 5 | . | 
km. Oh, fic, Noble Don! Where's your Civility to the young 
= Coun, Ard may 1 be ſo bold, forfooth z 
th, Bold? She's my Daughter, Noble Don, and my humble 
ks will be proud of that high Honour. [ The Count ſalutes ber. 
har, A rare Girl! PT. 1 
bull. Well, ſweet Lady, fince ſmiling Fortune throws fo fair a 
ſg amongſt us, with your kind Father's Leave we muſt beg the 
our of you to take a t with us. : 
. Ay, Giri, fit down. 1 | 
y. Where will you pleaſe to place me! 
i, Next this young Noble Lord. 
(ut. Ay, Madam, I am a Count. „%%% oe 
ly, Yes, my dear Father, here's Modeſty and Honour in this Face, 
Where l beſt dare truſt my ſelf. - 1 

n. Sweet Creature! Tbey all ff. 
kim, Nay, Madam, you could never honour us — 
pur ſweet Company in a kinder Minute, N 
kt to join us with your tender Pity | 
[hs young Don's Misfortunes. | | 
ly. How ! Misfortunes! E „ 
re one angry Star can caſt a Frown 
hon this Darling LES i 3 
bald. Alas, he's forc'd by a harſh Mother's Commands 
golfer up his Heart to that moſt barbarous Woman! —— 
by. Barbarous 4 to whom? To this young fine ſweet Gentleman 
(ur, Yours, tine, ſweet Gentleman! How long would it be be- 
ny Puls of a Miſs wou'd ſay ſuch fine Things to one! 
&. I hope, dear Don, theſe Gentlemen do but jeſt, 
ere that erue! Creature in the World, can be unkind to Thee! _ 
(nt, Unkind! Why ſhe's a mere Tyger to me, calls me as many 
Names as there are Stars in the Sea: Flies open-mourh'd upon 
£38 furious as a Lamb upon a Lion. 3 
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And feel not one foft Touch! I am fire my Heart, 
My gentle Heart cou'd never ſtand the Pow'r 


of 2 Honey-words do ſo melt in my Mouth, that L vow I muſt buſs th 
once more. [Kiſſes ber.]! Udzooks, ſhe kiſſes like a little Cherubim. 


three Bumpers in a Hand, and no body ſhall drink it but my f. 
And ſo ſome Wine, Sirrah, ſome Wine. 


* oy e — — TJ 
aan tos. — 


: Top to the Bottom of thee ; from the Pinacle of thy Quoif to theT} 
of thy Smicket. 'Udzooks, thy Buſſes do ſo inſpire me bv beg 


to Shore. 


——ů 
4 — 0 j 
* 3 . ts 
2 5 1 
K " tk 
* 
bh 
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Man drink too much. 


.I proteſt, Gentlemen, he ſhall ſtay no longer in your Company 
Come, dear Don, thou ſhalt leave theſe naug — 
vant with a Candle at the Door, and Fl. lend thee my Hand to lea 
thee home to Bed. 
: tweet Fubs? 
World's End- 


| 74 Monſter * her ſell. 


8 7 j _—_— by oy ad ot. — — 12 9 © — 
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. 15 24 
„ eee Wrid! Has ſhe a Heart of Fleſh | 


Is 2 2 Woman! ſhe Eyes, and an ſhe 
Look on ſuch Youth, ſuch 1 art ſuch Sweetneſs, _ 


of all thy conqu ring Charms. 
Count. Oh, dear ſweet Rogue! 1 proteſt I can't Cr Th 


Rinald. Ay, Noble Don, this civil dear Creature can uſe a Gen 

man a little like a Chriſtian, and ſo kiſs. her again. _ 
Count. Zooks, and ſo] will. | Ruffier h. 
Silv. Ay, Noble Sir, kiſs my Daughter and welcome. | 
"Count. | Kiſſing again.] Udzooks,' ſhe raviſhes me! 
Anton. Well, 1 What if we drink the Lady's Health ? 
Count. This ſweet Puggy's Health! Udzoons, it ſhall go row 


Rinald. Ay, here's ſome Muſick in this. 
Count. Here, Noble Laſs, here's a Health to the: "Th the vet 


to grow witty. [Drinks off a 
How my Head ſwims! Lam half Seas pres; and III ail upon wal 


Bey. Oh, ſie, Gentlemen, what have. you done; made the de 


Count. Drink! who cares for Drink -One Buſs is worth forty Bumpe 


Boy. You don't know what harm you have done the pour Cretan | 


Men. - have ade 


Count. And wilt thou lead me ne and ſee me Fig in my Stray 1q 


Boy. Lead thee! Ay, were it forty Miles. Wich a Friend to thi 


Count, Say ſt thou fol Came along, Cin, and kr my old 4 


r Rn [LY l ·—ũ—ũ ẽ v . TT 98 T8 
0 9 ih, ” - 


pus, Puſs, ſcratching Cat-Puſs, | „3% ͤ 4 $4 TOI 1 
Take your OWN Garters, and fairly go truſs. „ 4 
htm. So; Buſineſs go's on rarely. Let the young Rogue alone 
qfanage the reſt of the Plot — But, Sirrah, what's a Clock? - 

N-.2v. PV our Houſe-Tattler exactly Three quarters palt Ten. 

Rinald. Right, to a Second. | [Looking on his Watch. 
Anton. 80, we have one full Hour and better for managing thy 
Vatters. What if we adjourn to the next Room? Now remember . 
ne, that fronts the Corner-houſe, where thy Miſtreſs muſt come.” 
Well juſt tzke one ſober: Glaſs to the Conſummation of thy Felicity, 
nd then dert fair, By. ie N 
Cay Friends, may laugh, and the briſk Bottle move: | 
But all the mighty Work of Life is Love. [ Ereunt. 


SCENE Pn to a Street. FI ; 


hrer Bey aua Count.mer by Carlo in a Cloak, and a Man with a Lanthorn. 
Cum. Puts, Puſs, fairly go truſs. . N 
Carlo, So, all goes well; yonder they come. Dear Rogue ¶ T9 the Boy. 
Ua. | have him ſafe, no Wedlock Nooſe tied fatter. [ Aſide to Carlo. 
Cech. But, huſh, 1 muſt keep Diſtance; the Fool knows me, 
Lend your Hand, Sirrah. [The Man tvith the Lanthorn goes to the Count. 
y. Oh, barbarous Creatures! to uſe a poor Gentleman ſo un- 
EF mercifully; FE. | | "Wk 
- Count, Huſh, huſh, all's well. PII hold by thy Apron-ſtrings, and 
walk as uprightly as a Judge. 0 * 
q. Alas, dear Don, I dare not carry thee home to thy Lady-Mother, 
Twou'd break her. poor Heart to ſee thee in this Condition. . 
No; Ul take thee Home with me to my Lodging. 
Cant. Hee, poor Thing! © | 
# By, And thou ſhalt ſleep in my nown Bed, Deary. 
Cant. And wilt thou ſleep by me, pretty Moply? _ 
bey. No, I'll watch by thee, fit like a Cid by thy ſide, 
And ſing thee twenty pretty Songs of Love. 1 
4 | — 4 a 8 Here the Boy ſingi. 
' 1 O Limini! What rare Muſick ſhall I have! and ſo prettx 
Adler too. | 8 8 | 
8 by, Now, Sir, be you prepar d to make all ſafe, RY | 
A | — Cat. Ay, 


= * * 
» * * * 
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185 The e Aoi drown'd in Swill, thou haſt ſafely rooſted bim, 
Ik Il have my 


Shall fright him into Mercy. Les, fair 


nious to make this Carlo and Rinaldo Brothers. | 


iz by Jon. £7 he ene ſuch blind 


| in one Hand, anda Caſket in toe eher at 4 1 which 


8 0 Bt * * With what my Verve * * ſelf b. moſt 


Carlo. Ay, Boy, — Drink, 1 
Ply him with Wine and Wantonneſs ; and w wer 


Long &er Ae wakes ne'er fear to flip to Bed to him, 
Mirmidons of Juſtice ready | 
To rouze him from his drunken Neſt, and ſhew bim 
The Syren by his ſide without diſcovering | 
* falſe or the 1 Miſs. Ge OG 
oy. Ihave my Leſſon. Count. Where, where's the Werch 1 
Boy. Here, my dear Count. 5 
Cpunt. Sweet Pug. Exeunt. Manet 
Carlo. As firm as he has reſolv'd to 1 —. — | , 888 ay 
His beauteous Daughter to this Driveler's Arms 
PI try to ſhake this cruel Father, ve him 


That ruful Picture of his darling B ockhead 


* o 


Than thy ſweet Charms, tis time our Snares to! 
Like Traps for Vermine tis but all fair Play. 
C. C. Wife. And bow do you Tike Matters, Hubby ? 
C. C. Man. Monſtrouſly well. The Author bas been e inge- 


When the keen Fool aſpires to no leſs Prey +& "EIN. 
1} LEE, 


C. C. Wife. 4nd why not Brothers? 

C. C. Man. Ay, ay, what ſbould they be elſe: ö Both Brethren in the 

ſame Iniquity ! Gentlemen of Honour and Lovers! Rakes and Scoun- 

hel 4% A Brace of downright Owlers! Both for ſettin ing tp falfe Colours, 

and launt hing out at midnight, only to make ftoPn Prize of e foo 
Men's Daughters. Ay, poor Innocents, ”_ Tak - 

C. C. Wife. All! A, and little . to do the young Th Res 

ools, as not to ſee where they 

may aiſpoſe of their 22 bappily, The young ones 0 We” 185 bye 

Lale) . Wit enough to do it for em. 


The SCRN E changes. Emer Viola in a Night: Gown c with a 1 | 


e locks after her. - 
Viol. The Night is terrible, and I encloſed | 3 


| 2 Darkneſs, 
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I Were i it Day 1 am \ bold enough : 
i But then a thouſand Eyes warn n me from eing. 
« Why might not Heaw n have mage %. -* 
time for envying prying Folks to ſleep | 
; Whilſt Lovers met, and yet the Sun have none? 
et I was bold enough to ſteal theſe Keys 
s Out of my Father's Chantber, and dare yet 
« Venture upon my Enemy the Night, 
Amd only with my Love to meet my Friend. 
Alis, how valiant, and how *fraid at once | 
Lee makes A Virgin ——— Stay, this little Caſket, 
irn its rich Cargo, I muſt hide from fight. [Puts it in ber Pocket. 
nd this more humble Habit beſt ſecures me 4a 
From dang rous garing 2 25 % Farewel my Place of Birth: 
[Throws the Keys vver the Wall 
For thee I'll ſee no more. Ye Houſhold Gods 
ſuch there be, from you I-muſt remove: 
For now my only Guardian Pow. r is Love. [Exie. 


Ik SCENE opens, and diſcovers a Table, with Wine, Bottles, &c. 
wnfuſed. Antonio, Rinaldo, and Silvio landing drunk with Draw- 
a —_— them, "with Flaſks, and another with a Light. »- 
H. ; Come, noble Captain, thou ſhalt lead the Van, our valiant 
Ceneralifiirao, 

Aon. Ay, Boy, and march before us, as big as little . 

Great Alexander. 

\ Rnald. Cæſar and Mad ! Royſters, mere Royſters! 

Abrace of Bullies, huff'd, talk'd big, and roar'd, 

[nd fo they drove the Coward World before en. 

What faid the good old Clyrrs, ſober Clytus ? 

Give me Greek Wine —fil, fill} it upa Bumper. [The Drawer fill to em. 

flere, here's a Health to a greater Man than Alexander. 

N A. Ton oreater Man than Alexander ! | [4] avink. 
| Kinald, But what think you of the noble Alexander, when he pick'd 
2 Whore, drank Confuſion | to Sobricty, and ſet a yew Town 

ore to light em to Bed together? 

Sil. Pick up a Whore! +0 

e. Who's that talks of Whores? A good Whore were week 
Money, * E2 * Rinalh Ay, | 


{ 
; 
- 


* 


KRinald. [within] There, Boys. 


2 


5 C Rial Ay, wbere are LY where are the Wenches? 

„ Anton. Drawer. Dram. Here, Sir. 
Anton. Can you procure-- ü 1 Draw. What, Sir, 
bs Anton. A Whore or two, or three, as need ſhall ſerye, Rav 
„ Draw: | proteſt, Sir, we are altogether unprovided. 
Anton. The more's the pity, 8 0 can't you vile us where, 


f my Child? N 

Silo. Ay, Raſcal, do you 1 no Whores? no good Members) 
« Draw. Whores, Sir? 50 

Anton. Ay, Whores; do you think we come to lie with you 

Hogtheads ? 


% Rinal, I muſt beat the W atch, I have long'd for it theſe dre 
Weeks. 
4 Anton. We'll beat the e an' thou wilt. We are proof 
„Boy, ſhall we kill any Body ? | 
_« Rinal, No; but we'll hurt em dangerouſly. | 
Anton. Now muſt I kill one; I cant avoid it. Boy, eafily 4 
fore there with your Candle. { Exeunt, 
| + SCENE changes. Enter Viola. 
Vol. This is the Place, I have out- told the Clock 
For haſte He is not here Rinaldo — * .— 
Now every Power that loves and is belov'd. 
Keep me from Shame to Night. I cannot back: 
I threw the Key within. ——But oh Rinaldo! © 
Sure thou wilt come; 5 thou muſt. If thou deceiveſt me. 
What Woman will e'er truſt a Man again. 
Anon. {within} Thou art overlong at thy Pot Don Jolm, 
Thou art overlong at thy Pot, Dan. © 
Viol. Bleſs me! Who's that? * Silv. (within. Phooh! 


* 


"Se Viol. Darkneſs, be thou my Cover, 1 muſt By : 


To thee: I haſte for Help. They have a light; 

Wind, if thou lowiſt a Virgin, blow it out. 

Enter Antonio, Rinaldo, Silvio, and a Drawer with Hide 

Rin. Boy! „D Sixt: -- - A. Why, Boy! 

Dram, What ſay you, Sir? | 

Ein. Boy, art thou drunk, 1 8 | | * 
« Draw. What wou d you, Sit? Anton. Ay, t that's che point 


4 7 £6 Dram. 


SB Ee an 7 8s 
„ bew. Why, Sir, you'll be at your Lodgings preſently. 
i final, 111 go to no Lodging. 
am. Whither! will you go then? 
een. We'll go no farther. th, 
6 Draw. For Heav'n's lake, Gentlemen, don't ſtay here ill Night. | 
« 41/51, No more we will dot, Boy.—Lay me down, and rowl 


n Whore. « Silo. And me to another. | 
. Ay, there's ſome 1. —4 in that; we are too ſober for civil 
ens Company: Vol That 1s Rinaldo Rinaldo : 


„ Rinal, W. hat 8 that, Boy: 2 
«Draw, Lis a Wench, Sir; pray, Gentlemen, come away. 

. Oh my dear Love! how doſt thou? 

nal. Faith, Sweetheart, cen as thou ſeeſt. 

Gb. AW anch! G Where's this Wench? - 

il, Speak ſoftly, for the Love of Heaven. 

yam. VMiltreſs, get you gone, and don't entice the Gentlemen, ; 
wy you ſer they are drunk, or PI call the Watch, and lay you 
bt enough. 0 - 
Juul. FOR what are you? And what 90 you wean? 

rect Love, where, where's" the Place? 1 G 

6 Rinal, Marry ſweet Love, cen here, and ſo lie down. . 
& Fol, Oh frightful! [Antonio and Silvio ſeize her.] ] Good - 
en, what mean you? Siu. I'll have the Wench. 

Anton. If you can getther. ©: Sth. Let go the Wench.” 
Auen. Let you go the Wench. 
e. h! Gentlemen, as you had Mothers . 
Ind, They had no Mothers, they are Sons of Whores. 

wn, You lic, my Mother was a civil Woman, and had a Hu- 
Was ſober + Man as my ſelf. 

Anal, Who gives the Lie?s [ Draws. . 

Glo. Ay, the Lie, Raſcal © - [He and N BY 

l. Oh! dleſs me, Heavkn. 2 ag 

Autan. How many is there ons? * Rinal.. About five. J 
# tron, Why then let's fight three to three. 

Hir. Comet [They puſh at random, and fall down. 
hre. be Watch! the Watch! the Watch! nn you? [Ex. 

* Kinal, Where are theſe Cowards? 

Anon. Where's. the Whore? © « « Silo. Oh! 
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2 574 I miſt you narrowly thereGG. 5 
Viol. Oh let me fly from this wild Herd of 8 
« And thou dear Heaven I know not what to aſk thee, 
« My State is ſuch I want a Prayer fit for me. fg 
B!ut let my pityed Sex your Mercy move, 
| That never Maiden more may be in love. [Ex 
Enter Corrigidore, Drawer and Nach. 
"e Corr. Where are they, Boy? | 
Draw. Make no ſuch haſte; they are no Runners, 
Corr. What! my good Friend Antonio 
- Anton. Your Friend! ns u lie, I'm no Friend to Nightwalkerz 
Dram, Come, Gentlemen, never trouble your ſelves to talk Wi 
„them, they are paſt Senle to anſwer you; but lend 'em your hel 
ing Hands to raiſe em. 
Draw. Now you are up, Sir, will. you go to Bed. [ They raj 


&« him.] « Anton. TU. truckle here, Boy : Give me auoh 
„Pillow. 

“ Draw. Will you ſtand up then, and let me lay i it on? 

« Ant. Yes. 


„ Draw. There, hold him two ol you. — hey a are! 
move forwards. 
© Ringl, And this way and that way, LIT 
« Silv, And here away, and there away, Tam. 
« All. Thou art over-long at thy Pot, ohn. 255 
FNinal. Lead valiantly, frees Midnight itratss, Whoop 
+ © ha, Boys! « 'Corr, This Wine hunts in their Head 
„ Rinal. Give me the Bill; for 11] be the Serjeant. (Sac 
4 Staff.) n to him, Sirs. 
Fial. Keep your Wy youRaſcals, keep your Ranks, [Exel 
C. C. Wife. Well, bow do you like this Crew of Madmen? 
© C.C. Man. Ob! ell non rb, Drunkenneſs is its own Looking Glo 
And the very Picture of the in is half enough to convert the Sinut 
I find no Fall- in the Repreſentation of thar Vice upon che Ln 
C. C. Wife. No, tis your Filts and your Gypſies, you! 
our Libertines, that the looſe Seriblers of 22 
F. bod orying Shame of the Stage, but I bope you 16 


EC. No; Inu be upon the , 
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The SCE NE an  Our-lying raftick Par, i 
Enter a Ruffian and bis Trul. 


plague upon theſe Rogues, how wary they are gown; 
nr 2 Window, but ſkreen'd up with a Caſe of Wood like a Spice- 
ur; and their Locks picks le. 1 pice- 
1 Hang thee, thou' rt t 
merciful, that's thy Fault: thou art as ſweet a Thief, that Sin ex- 
repted, as ever ſuffer d; ch 


ks too near Morning now for any Prize. 


« Dy], Ell de hang d before I ſtir without forme Purc 
Bier Viola. 


Hound; here comes a: Nightſhade. 
Dol. A Gentlewoman Whore, by this good Owl-light. I'll 
aſe her to her Skin. * Ru, Peace, I ſay. 

ul. Oh poor cheap Viola! this little Beauty, - 

me little Treaſure too, and my rich Love, 

[Dow'r fo infinite, Nig hted and deſpiſed. 

br one dark N icht 8 — 3 ſhall I wander — 
& to my Father I muſt ne er return. | 17 
It jealous'Nation never pardons Crimes [4 

my deep Die, a Rebel Daughter's Flight -——— 

hy far thro' Shades and Nig 5 Pve paſt ſccure 

en Day wall rife to light my farther Walk 

Week ſore honeſt Service, there my Name, 

W) Folly, and my little Wealth conceal'd, 

ler that aſe Retreat, when I have ſtudicd 

Wible to forget this faithleſs Man: 

for my laſt Refuge III t a Cloyſter fly, 

Baniſh'd from Love, a widow'd Virgin bh 


„ 
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not a Door open now, but double bar d and chain dʒ 


great a Bungler at thy Trade, too- | 


that's a proud Word, and i maintain it. 
' Ruff, Come, prithee' let's ſhog off, and browze an Hour or two; 


uff. Peace, ye feed Whore, thou haſt a Mouth like a Blood- 


* Ruff. What's this, a Prayer or a Homily? or a Ballad of ah | 
lounſel?—— A Gown ſhe * 1 ſure. | | Dol 


- 


” 4 . — LAME ATE — 3 ” f * 9 . 9 
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* > * K N 
Ws» Dol. Ay, her Pray'rs the d may les for her own wearin 


1 + that falls to our Share. FE: 
13 25 < 2 Viol. For Heav ns fake, what are you?” _ 
ug. One of the Grooms of your Wardrobe. Come: nes 
| 38 „ uncaſe. 4 Viol. Pray, do not hurt me, da! 
.. No, Child, no hurt; only lighten a little of your outſ 
18 Burden, to give you a Taſte of a cool iam Breeze. 


—_—— 
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Nol. Here take my Gown if that will * you Plezſure, 
4 Doll. So, now be quick and bind hex z make all ſafe. 
„ Ruff. Come, I miſt bind you: Not a- Word, no crying. 
3 Viol. Do what you will, indeed I will not cry. | 
1 
0 [They bind her to 3 Ty 
& Rap Now for theLining 5 vour Petticoats Tour Pockets, 05 
5 - fey, your Pockets. Fol. Dear Heaven, my Jewels, 1 
e Val. Within) Why, Sanc bo, Raſcal, what makes you lag behing! 
Ruff. Ha! We are betray'd : Scour, Strumpet, ſcour, 
25 Dall. Run, Rogue, run. [Excunt rum 
Fiol. This Voice, kind Rewe, ſpoke timely: to —_— 
My little Treafure ; but my Reputation T 
That dearer Jewels loſt. For oh, what Load 
Of Shame will this unhappy Night throw on me. 
Enter Valerio. 
yal. Sirrah, Lead down the Horſes eaſily. . - 
Il walk a Foot till I get down the Hill. *Tis very ear), 
I ſhall reach home betimes. How now! who's lore: ? 
He had a rude Heart that did this. 
„ Piol. Gentle Sir, 
« Tf you have that which honeſt Men call Pity, 
And be as far from Bil as you ſhew, + 
Delp a poor Maid that this Night by bad Fortune 
| Has 1 thus uſed by Robbers. 
Val. Beſhrew his Heart that wou'd not help thee; Set ws 
This Thief was half a Lawyer by his Bonds, 
How long have you been 45 here? 
. , © FVigh: Not ſo long 
As otherwiſe I had been, had not Heav n | 
a | Sent your propitious Hand to my Deliverance - {Untmas) 
Hog Va. Now let me know to whom N haveglone this Courtely, 


«Tt 


| 


ne [ne ak mp NE. EF Hh 3 
4 7jol, Sir, all I am, you ſee. 45 x 8 — 
a 


l, You have a Name Tm ſure, a Kindred. Father Friend, 


or ſomething that muſt own you. She's a handſome yo Wench, 
ul Sir, you fee all I dare reveal, and Ki 2 


Jou are a Gentleman preſs we tio arches : Cn SI VA | — 1 


s For there begins a Grief, whoſe Bitterneſs * | A 
will break a ſtronger Heart than I have in me; | ; 72 44 
« 4nd 'twou'd but make 2 heavy with the hearing. Coo * 
s For your own Goodneſs-ſake, defire it not. ES: 
« 2 If you d not have me _—_ that, how do you * then! 95 
's Fol. How I have liv d is ti 5 % 
That muſt not he reo d. 
s How I defire to live is: in your liking, | 
« $ worthy rad on I have of you 
« Val, Is in my Liking ! How, I prethee? Tell me, Faith, 
ll do thee any Good lies in m my Pow 
« She has an Eyewor'd raiſes Bedrid Man. OE 
Came, leave your Fear, and tell o. . D 
Viol. I wou'd Terve. 0 8 | 
yal. Who wou'd'ſt thou ſerve! Nay, do not weep, and tell we. 
ill. Serve ſome good Woman, Sir, and ſuch a W ife, | 
* If you be married, I imagine yours, | 4 
% Val, Alas, thou'rt young and tender —Let me ſee thy Hand. 1 
* This was ne er made to waſh or wind up Water, 
beat Cloaths, or rub a Flobr — wy good Light _ » 
Ide ſofteſt Hand that Cer I touch'd. [Afrde, 
Fil. Dare you accept me, Sir, my Heart is honeſt, FRA 
# Amongſt your vertuous charitable Deeds 2 
# This will not be the leaſt. e 
* Val, Thou can'ſt in a Chamber! — | | 
„Viol. In a Chamber, Sir? | 7; 
* Val, I mear? wait there upon a Getitleworhan ! | 
* How quick ſhe is! 1 like that mainly too, . 
Il haye her tho' I keep her by main Strength, - Afde. 
Lea Town beſieg d: For Ikng I know Iſhall have the Enemy s a 
* fore me in a Week. 


ul. Sir, 1 can few 0 and ok pretty Laces; 
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« Press a Head Random: teach young km 


f For in all theſe I have a little Knowledge, 


4 Val. Tis well: No doubt I ſhall increaſe that Knowle hip. 
5 5 like her 195 MY 3 "oo. thy 27 _ 5 
4 Pretty young Maid, you ſhall ierve ag ntlewoman 
& That will not be bnwilling you ſhould FO” te 0 
f Nor I forgetful if you do. 92 
31 — the happier. 
al. My Man ſhall make ſome Wik b to ey you biting un 
« Til work 0 as I go, I know] (be's Wax. 
I could beget a Worthy on this Wench. n L 
© Piel. Sir, for this Gentieneſs Heav'n ten folg vou. 
Val. "Tis a kind Wench. However others uk — 
Be Sure I'll be a loving Maſter to the. 
SCENE changes to a BedChamber. Enter Don Gas £ 
Chevalier. -_. 
- D. . Yes, Nep IG thour't my eldeſt Brother's Heir, 
Thy Birth and Title och demand Reſpect from me: 
But ſtill, young Knight, I'd willingly Wo Lord 
Beneath this Roof. I am my own Family's +. 
| Chev. But with a Miſer's Heart. How can you baner 
Your beauteous Daughter's e Wa 
Only for ſhining Droſs'! | 
B. Gara Look you, young Sir; 
Once more I tell you I was borgbefore — ; 
Tho? from a Line below you, and diſdain 
To be controul'd by Boys. fog Hp 
Cbev. That Boy tho ovn'ſt EE 
His Birth is thy Superiour; and Fam for | 1 
My Soul's as far above thee, as high Heav' 1 
From thy own Element Earth — That Boy then Giall be hid, 
Di. Garc. If the bare Hearing, Sir, will "Po you,” ä 
Talk on, your Breath's your Go. 3 
Cbev. I'll cool that Breath, 3 
And calmly reaſon. If me Weft ab 
Has no Default but want of worldly Smiles 
To bar him from your Lucia s Arms; look up | 
* my more * n your * 


# *- 


_ 
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6 nearly ſhares my Vai ſhe and her rl 1 i 
ul no leſs ſhare my warmeft Smiles. My Roof, | | 
My Heart, my whole Eftate divide between us. | n 
5 Garc. I thank you, Sir, for this kind Golden * a. 
irn 25 your Soul ſo tom rs above me, mines 

ſoo proud to wed my Daughter to Dependence. 
oo 14ve Bonds of * to oblige. me 
p 5 her to this Count. | * 
How! Conſcience, lay vou? 
d Garc. Yes, Mo your L from the Fount of Rome 
Hs taught yo Mprals too: Judge you between us. 
ſhe gobd old Count, the Father to this Youth, | 
10 me this Death - bed ſide, and there bequeath'd 
ls don to my Protection. And t npraiſe 
His Honourable F amily' s laſt Hope 97 6h 
vd Name all center'd in that lingle Sop Sans | | 
dt his Reque!t before, Hi igh Heav'n 1 Di him 
My-( Girl ſhou'd wed his Son, Na «>| 
ler. What if you had promis d 4 
Thit you'd turn Wizard for him, FP. your Conſcience bind you 
Tomake a League with Hell to keep your Word with hun? , 
Unreaſonable Contracts are all null'd, 
Yo, and expir'd even with the Breath that made them. 
This Moral Rome has taught me, tho' not you, Sir 
Ihe Morning calls me, and my Chariot waits 
Io drive me to my bt Look, old Sir, 
Fe that you treat your Daughter with Humanity, 
Orby the Honour of my Veins I'll throw you 
A Stranger from my Blood, and quite forget ; , 
There is that Wretch Dor Garcia in the World. Exit. 
D. Garc. Have 1 advanced to th? higheſt City-Laurels, 3 
A Honourable Magiſtrate! The * 
Vf Fow'r, Command, and Truſt; and yet a Slave 
Eu own Family ; my Veins controul me! 

w bud ag this young Threat ner Champions for her, 
Iwill ſubque this Rebel Cer T have done with her; 
Ml bend her Heart ax break it. 


owew 


ſome Criminals before you. 


Matron, an' pleaſe ye: That I have lived theſe fifty long Winte 


4 ; 
4 — 
F Gs 9 
£3 = 
l y . i 
Yi 


* 


© ESE) 

nee Servant. „„ VE TEIN 

Serv. Sir, here are Officers of Juſtice at your Gatedefire to bring 
D. Gare, Admit them. 

Ola mom. An' pleaſe your Worſhip, I have had my Houſe diſhonour l 
the wicked Sin of Whoredom committed, an pleaſe you, under wy 
yertuous Roof 3 * „ 

D. Gare. Where are the Offenders ! PII heat you Face to Face. 
Enter Count and Boy in Girls Habit, s in as Priſoners, atten 

| Ade by Officers and Silvio. 
Bleſs me Fmy Count! Well, Woman, which of theſe 

Are the Diſhonourers of your vertuous Roof { Enter Lucia inthe Baltons 
.  * OldWon. Een this ſweet Brace of Sinners, that fair Gypſy, adi 
this young Don. F 

Luc. By this good Light, my Lover! 4. 

D. Garc. My Daughter here, and ftol'n t' her Cloſet-windoy | 
Death ! what a Tale will here be for. her Ears ! — [4h 
Well, Woman, what have you to charge againſt them? 

Old Nom. My firft Charge againſt them is, that I am a ſober gray 


in this Honourable City of Verona, an' pleaſe ye; and to ſay a proud 
Word have kept as fair a Reputation as your Worſhip's own Mother 
an' pleaſe ye. And yeſterday this young, and by her Looks, modelk 
 Gentlewoman, took a Lodging at my Houſe, an' pleaſe ye. And laſt 
Night, the firſt and laſt ſhe eber ſhall ſleep there, brought home thy 
young Don, her Honourable: Kinſman, as ſhe call'd him, an' pleak 
ye. And I being a Religious good Woman, and going to my natural 
Reſt in a ſober good Hour, little dreaming of any naughty Deſign 
between em: No ſooner was my old Head lay'd, and my weak Eyeg 
cloſed, but by the wicked {nſtigation of the Fleſh and the Devil, they 
crept to Bed together, an pleaſe ye —— And riſing betimes for my 
Morning's Devotion, and peeping it as I went hy her Chamber-doorg 
bleſs my Eyes, 1 ſaw that young Don ſleeping and ſnoring as heattily 
2s a tired Traveller after a Pilgrimage, an' pleaſe ye: and that young 
1 as Cloſe to his (ide as two Iwin- cherries, an pleaſe ye —* 
ow for to ſee ſuch woful Doings in my Houſe, What did me [, but 
run, and call'd in the City-Officers, an' pleaſe ye; and rowzd. em 
from their wicked Bed of Sin to bring em to Juſtice, an * 7 


. — 


e your good Worſhip will make me an honourable i: 
Fei var open my honeſt Flouſe, an pleaſe ye. 


(gc. Lou ſhall have Reparation, and they Juſtice, " - 
TA { humbly thank your Worſhip. | ". "+7 250 | 
3 


N Gar. Well, Count, what do you fay to all this? | - 
5, Ay, worthy Sir, let the Don ſpeak hunſelf. 8 

D Gre. Why, who are you that ſet up for a Counſellor >- 

de This wretched Creature's Father. | | 
0.Garc, Troth I pity yo ——— 12 j 
al, dir, von hear what things are charg'd upon you. | 
(nt, Charg'd upon me! udzooks, I kiſt this pretty ſweet Rogue, 
un us her and kiſs her again, and what's that to any body? 
bc. If you are ſo free of your Kiſſes, pray give us the Hiſto- . ; 
of this kiſſing Meeting between you. | 5 
(ant, Why fo I can; do you think I am aſham d? 1 
D, Garc. No, I both ſee, and am ſorry you are not. 1 
Sk, Ay noble Don, tell his Worſhip the whole Story. if 
(unt. Then che firſt Charge againſt me, I am a young Count _— A 
x rl:aſe you; and have been bred and born in this City of Verons* 4 
a lnce.my Lady Mother got me, an pleaſe you; and tis well 1 
wn have behaved my ſelf like a Man of Honour in the World, _ 
bm the firſt Day I came into it, an' pleaſe you; ay, and every bo- 8 1 


q loves me too, but the Puſs your Daughter, an pleaſe you; and ; ; 
it Night ſome civil fine Gentlemen came to deſire my ſweet Com- * 
wy, to take a Glaſs, of Wine with em an pleaſe you; and I being, _ 
chill fine Gentleman, and a Lord, went along with ein * alot. | | ql 
_— * | | 1 
D. Carc. To a publick Tavern? | | "2 
Gant, Ay, Sir, and then this honourable young Gentlewoman»- | © 
we to that honourable old Gentleman her Father, an' pleaſe you; | 0 


nd (he look d, and ſhe look d, and ſhe look'd upon me, and found 

wo be a pretty ſweet Creature, and ſo-ſhe told me an' pleaſe you; 

MLlookd as much upon her, and told her ſhe was a pretty ſweet 

feature an pleaſe you; and then I kiſt her an pleaſe you, and ſhe 

it me an pleaſe you, and then we both kiſt an pleaſe you: Real- 

you'll believe me, ſhe buſſes ſo luſciouſly, udzooks you may 

key your fuſty Daughter theſe forty Yikes 2 you teach her to. 

Aus half fo prettily, an? pleaſe you * 
3 D. Gare. 
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| . 0 N na e. Daughter is in be 
D. Gare. No matter rd m ter is in her 1 

N ing; I ſee you are a very forward Scholar with hi Seer 
= good teaching. Well, and what follow'd this kiſſing Prologue) ö 
. | _- Count. Fol w'd! why we drank this Lady's Health an pleaſe yor 
| 4 and we drank, and we drank, udzooks till my Head began 40 
little topſy verſy. And would you believe it? this pretty fg 
Fubs took ſuch pity of me (oh! tis a charitable Creature) that ſhe! 
let me and drink no more, but moſt courteoufly offer'd me he 

own deaf Hand, and an honeſt Fellow with a ſober Candle and 1» 
ih * _ _ thorn to lead me home, an' pleaſe ye. | 
U | j 8 D. Garc. Very well. But how came it that thif charitable Lade 

. 


With neither the Light of her own fair Eyes, nor that ſober Cyr 


; dle, cou'd find the way to the noble Don's Home, but muſt drop wal 


79 you into her own Home, an' plcife you? | 
+1. Count. Oh Lord, Sir! Charity, mere Charity: Why ſhe found m 
= in ſuch a woeful pickle, that the poor thing was aſnamed to can 
| 11 | me home to Bed at my Lady Mother's. | 
11 =. D. Garc. And ſo the poor thing modeſtly carryed you! home t 


her own Bed. Twas charitably done of her indeed. 
| | Count, Ay, did not I tell you ſo? 

—_ D.Garc. Well, Don, and how did ſhe treat you at this Home 
_ Cont. Oh moſt thumſhouſly! gave me a noble Supper, and Kifle 
whole Heaps of em; and fung me twenty pretty Songs; and pr 
misd me oer and o'er again to go to Bed with me. , 

D. Gare. Ay, ay, and has as honeſtly kept her Word with you 
and fo you went lovingly Hand in Hand to Bed together, 

Bay. Oh! dear Sir, do not put him to that Queſtion, 
»Twill make me die with Bluſhes. Lis enough; 

I could deny him nothing, granted al! 
His warmeſt Love could aſk. In thoſe dear Arms. . © 
EIT es tn Nara the Boy rim together kiffing and embracin 
D. Gare. Tear em aſunder. —— This Impudence is unſufferabls 
Sure they'll moe their Lewdneſs before my Face. 
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„ fl [They are forced aſuni 
Count, How can you have the Conſcience, when you ſee how ti 
poor thing loves ne. | | | 


D. Garc. Loves thee!——Look you, old Sir, 0 


— 


* of BF Jo 
WE. +. 
o, take home your Daughter; b 
l = can her Shame, _ her Repentanee; 
It ſee chat theſe vile Wantons never meet again. 

Lu. They never ſhall. e | 

1). Garc. No, III take Care they ſhall not. 
Wee, take tis Rover home ſafe to his Mother; 
Le you your Syren, and we'll keep our Cully, 

Sh, And for you, Daughter, IIl take Care ——— 
How, part us! „„ 
Was &er poor Creature uſed ſo hard before? 

(Tn, and mult I never, never fee thee more. 


ur will my Rebel Daughter triumph now? 
Bur th? zugry Stars, whoſe Malice I defie, 
VI ftaad reloiv'd, not Fate more fix d than I. 
8 Enter Lucia below, _ 
cl, my fair Spy, we have had your liſt ning Ear, 
Luc. An Ezr! my Ears, Eyes, ev'ry Senſe about me 
o be {0 entertain'd ! My courtly Don „* 
Bought Hero-l1ke to dazle his young Miſtreſs, 
ith this tr umphant Equipage t'attend him. 


made you witty, HD 2 

Luc. No Sir, *tis a Matter BP 

Io ſerious for ſuch Levity. O think Sir, 

o what F:nbraces, you would force your Daughter. 
boDl'city ſoul] bring at leaſt a Dow'r wt 
Lac and Truth wich it, uf *twere but only 

lo make the Fool go down. But, Sir, to link 
wretched Voman to an empty Libertine, 

Vicht a Feather that each puff of Folly 

Wl! carry him to Taverns, Whores, and Lewdnefs. 
Wir! conliler all the dreadful Conſequences 

Much a fatil Match. TIE | 

D. Gore, His this Nights Folly, 

We din of Wine, not vitiated Nature, 

, and the Work of Plot and Malice, claims 
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| Exeunt, forced out ſeverally, manet only D, Garcia. 
D. Ca. What Chance, like this, could have conſpired againſt me 


D.Garc, You rally wond rous well. I ſee the Subject 
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Some Grains of Mercy. Beſiles, r harinlef Os 
An honeſt Marriage Bed will 3 Folly. | 


Luc. And ſo you want my innocent ws of Love 


' To mend a guilty Fool. 


D. Garc. I want to mend 


Thy own more ſhallow Weakneſs. How * 


Of Wit as great as thine, and Birth beyond 


Thy humble Veins, yet not thy ſqueamiſh Stomach, 
Have call d the Church-Man to fay Grace, ſat down 
To a rich Fool of Honour, and thank d Heaven for the Bleſſing, 


Luc, Yes, honeſt Fools, tame governable Animals, 
Fools in their naked innocent Simplicity, 
Things they could keep at home, and call their own, 


* 


Some of our condeſcending Sex have ſtoop'd to, 


But a vile compound of half Fool, half Satyr, 


Wild Rovers that ſhall run to lewd Debauches, 
And bring home foul Diſeaſes, are the Devil. 


D. Garc. You are very ſmart, young Miſtreſs, 
Luc. So ſmart, that if the few fair Sweets l bring 


Muſt be all ſacri bd to a loath'd Driveler, 


rd willingly carry my Load of Martyrdom whole to wy Giink 
I n&er was proud, Sir, of this little Beauty, 
And yet I love this honeſt Face too well 


Io have it eaten up with Rot. and Cankers, 


Without one fingle Pleaſure to deſerve fort. 
D. Gare. How now, my witty One! 
You talk of worldly Matters very e 


My pert young Goſſip. 7 | | \ 


Luc. I'm turn'd of twenty, Sir, 


And Women at my Years are all Philoſophers. 


D. Garc. And Fathers at my Age are ſovereign Lords, 
Too proud to be controul'd by ſuch young Rebels. 
4 tell you once for all, back to your Jayl again 


92 very Hour Pll ſend you; when your Eyes 


end to ſee Reaſon, and accept 
Thee Offers I have made, you may command 


| Your Priſon-Keys, and my embracing Arms 
W To open to your Liberty, 


< r A 
Luc. [ hope, Sir, 4 


When you have lock'd me up you'll pleale to grant me 

Tht fatherly kind Favour as to ſee me. | 

D. Garc. To ſee thee! 

[ui 168.— As little as *tis pollble. : 

| yould not willingly give my ſelf the Horrour, 

Io look upon the very Veins I ſprung from, 

Tranform'd to this Barbarian. 

), Gare. You may flutter, | 

nd * and beat your Cage: But I ſhall tame you. 

I, Not with an Idiot Huſband. 5 

D. Cart. With that Huſband, 

Your Only, and your All; or from this Hour 

xe to 'ſce the Face of Man no more. 

Luc, Now, Sir, I'll thank you for this Act of Mercy. 

Jon have given me my free Choice, and here ] take it, 

Never to lee Man more. N jayl me, ſhut me 

from Light and Day: Still thro' my darkeſt Dungeon, 

Whilſt th* Eyes of my bright Soul can look abroad, 

And tell me hand 2 Carlo in the World, 

h vain you bar my Joys: Tis nobler ſtarving 

Oh 2Camelcon Feaſt, even the mere Thought 

Of the dear Man I love, than to die ſurfeited 

Oh Stench and Carrion, the rank Diſh you cater for me. 

Now to my Jail, as ſoon, Sir, as you pleaſe; 

Put know, to your Confuſion, Love's a Palm-Tree; 

"In rain your whole oppreſſive Arts conſpire, 

The weight that loads it makes it mount but higher, 
SCENE changes. Enter Rinaldo. 

* Rinald, Am ] not mad! Can this weak-temper'd Head 

That could run mad with Drink, endure the Wrong 

That | have done a Virgin? and my Love! 

* And not {tart forth more wild than Deſperation, 

ruck with the Terrors of my dreadful Guilt. 

* But ſure I never lov'd fair Viola, 

* [never lov'd a Father ox a Mother, . 

* Ur any thing but Drink. Had I had Love, 

; Nay, had I known but ſo much PONY 
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« As would have ſay d an Infant from the Fire, 


4 J had been naked, raving in the Streets, 


„With half a Face, gaſhing my ſelf with Knives | 


« * Two Hours er this time. 


Enter Antonio RED Silvio. 
Silu. Good Day, Sir, to you. 
Rinald. Good Day to a Night ſo fatal! 
Anton. Nay, twas an unhappy one. 
« Rinald. The Tavern Boy was here this hn with me, 


And told'me-that there was a Gentlewoman 
Which he took for a Whore, that hung upon me, 


„ For whom we quarrel'd, and | know not what, 
“ Silo. I faith, nor IJ. 
« Anton. I have a glimmering of ſome ſuch thing, - f 
« KfRinald. Was it you, Sitvio, made me drink ſo much 1 
« Or you, Antonios 
Anton. I know not who, we are all apt enough. 
4 Rinald. But I will lay the Fault on none but me, 


« That would be ſo intreated——But on me! 
Mark what a horrid Spectre thou behold'ſt me, 


Thou ſeeſt I walk and ſpeak, have Soul and Senſe! 
A perfect human Monſter! 
Anton. Fie, Rinaldo, wouldſt thou turn Beaſt > 
| Rinalld. Tum Beaſt! Oh! yes, Antonio / $ 
Brute! Savage! any thing, * the curſt Lord 


Of barbarous Reaſon, Man! “ Had Frun mad. b 


« As honeſt Men ſhould do for ſuch a Crime, Ss 


That wou'd have ſhew'd I had ſome Virtue in me. 1 


That tho' I have committed ſuch a Crime 


| « As never Creature did, yet my fick Brain 


Struck with that generous Wound, I had expreſt 
% Some Tenderneſs of Heart, ſome touch of Love. 


But I, unnatural Wretch, have none of theſe, 


4 But keep wy Wits Rili like a frozen Man, 


That had no Fire within him. is 


Anton. Nay, Rinaldo, 5 op" 18 
« Leave this mad Talk, and ſend 4 Letter to her; III deliver it 
wr ws. 'D is to no purpoſe, perhaps ſhe's Joſt laſt RT, 


/ 


E ON 43 EY wh "> 
's Or the got bann again She's now fo ſtrictly look d ws, 4 «i 
«The Wind can ſcarce come to her. Or admit „ 
« She were her ſelf, think you ſhe d hear from me? | + ag; 
From me, unworthy, that have uſed her thus? 
Were ſhe made up of Mercy, all the Innocence 
(f galleſs Turtles; Mercy's ſelf wou d rowze - 
An 7 dignation at the very Name of ſuch a black Apoſtate ! 
Enter Servant with a Night-Gown. / 
« Cry, Sir, we have found this 8 ſhe took wich * 
« Rinald, Where, where? ſpeak quickl 
4 Herb. Searching 1 i thꝰ Suburbs we Aung a Vagrant and his Whore, 
« thit had it in a Cellar, whom we apprehended, and they confeſt 
s they ſtole it from her. | 
« P;nald. And murder'd her! Silv. What ail you, Man? ö : 
« kinall, Why, all this does not make me mad. 
« 41:91. It does; you would not ſtart elſe to ſuch Fury. 
« Serv, They do deny the killing her, but ſwore they left her 
6 gel to Tree in the Fields, next to thoſe Suburbs that are with- - 
out 0117 Lady's Gate, near Day, and by the Road; ſo that ſome 
aleuger muſt needs untie her quickly. 'Theſe Varlets are both 
ſecured for farther and more ſtrict Examination. | 
final. What think you now of me? I think this Lump . 
z nothing but a piece of Flegm congeal'd | | 
& Without 2 Soul. For were there ſo much Spirit | ; 
« 4; would but warm a Fly, theſe Faults of mine _ 
* Would make it glow, and flame in this dull Heart, 4 
„and run like moulten Gold thro? every Vein, |; ,  , —_ 
*'T1|-it ſhould burſt theſe Walls, and fly away. * 
* Shall 1 intrear you all to take your Horſes 
* And ſearch this Innocent? 
Hhath. With all our Hearts. 
| © Rinald, Do not divide your ſelves, till you come there 
here they ſay ſhe was tyed: PII follow too. Follow 3 
lu ſearch of this wrong d Fair, the World's wide round, | 
Bu t never to return till ſhe be found. [Exennt. | -- 
CC. Man, Well, Drunkenneſs, bere's ſome good Fruit ore a bad 
Tee, bote'; Repentance going en apace. 
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« Vidl. Pray 


| . 


From ſuch Enquiry, whereas thou art now 
Living in Ignorance, mild, freſh and ſweet, 
And but ſixteen, the knowing what Love is 
Would make thee fix and forty. - 
Viol. Would it would make me nothing. 
Scholars affirm the World's upheld by Love, 
« Bur I believe Women maintain all this, 
For there's no Love in Men. 
Val. Yes, in ſome Men. 
« Val. Why, there is Love in me. 
Viol. There's Charity, I'm 
7 al An Love; which I will now — 


144) 5. 
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[Bye * and Viola. 

E are now near home, and whilſt our Horſes ar are 
* Walk'd down the Hill, this foot-way is more pleaſant, 
is a Time, pretty One, not to be wept away, 
« For every living thing is full of Love: = 
Art not thou fo too? Ha! 
| 70], Nay, there are living things inſenſible of Love, 
Or J had not been here: But for my ſelf, 
« Alas! I have too mu 

% Val. It cannot be 
« That ſo much Beauty, ſo much Youth and Grace 
Should have too much of Love. 
What is Love? 
For I am full of that I do not know. 

Val. Why Love, fair Maid, is an extreme Deſire 
That's not to be examin'd, but. fulfill'd. | 
. To aſk the Reaſon why thou art in love, 
Or what might be the nobleſt End in Love, 
Would overthrow that kindly riſing Warmth, 
That many times ſlides gently o'er the Heart, * 
Twould make thee grave and ſtaid: thy Thoughts wou tbe 
Like a thrice married Widow, full of Ends, 
And void of all Compaſſion. And to fright thee 


I have heard 


« Vi al 1 ay em not, 


ſure, towards me. 
my pretty er, 


Man Og YET 


line not bring thee home; my Wife is fowl, 5 „ 

led there Ore envious; ſhe is very old, py” e — 
ied therefore jealous: Thou art fair and young, 5 
\ Subject (it for her unlucky Vices „ 

Th werk won. She never will endure thee. 4 
n ©: fear not, Sir, the Friendſhip I ſhall hold with you * _ 
in he endure, I ſhou'd be thankful to you. May I pray 

far you and her? W1 ſhe be brought to think 1 | 
Thit al the honeſt Induſtry I have | 1 5 
Icrves her Bread? If this may be endur'd, | 

de' nick a Quarrel with a ſleeping Child 


Ver (he 1} out with me, | . | py 

al. But traſt me, ſhe does hate all handſomeneſs, 

i. How fell you then in Love with ſuch a Creature? 

al. 1 never lov'd her. Viol. And yet married her! 

al. She was a rich one. Viol. And you ſwore, I warrant ye, 

gde was 4 Hair One then too? % Val. Or believe me | 

[ think | 644 not had her. Viol. Are you Men bi - 
Al ſuch? Would you wou'd wall us in a Place 3 
Where 21! we Women that are innocent Tb J 3 
Might live together. Fal. Do not weep at this; 

Although I dare not, for ſome weighty Reaſon, 

Diblezſe my Wife, yet I forget not thee. 

Jiu. What will you do with me? | al. Thou ſhalt be-placd 

* my Man's Houſe, have the beſt Food and Rayment 

As can be bought with Money. Theſe white Hands © . _ 
all never learn to work; but they ſhall play i of 4 
& thou {ay{t they were wont, teaching the Strings | | 
To move m Order; or what elſe thou wilt. 

Fil, Oh dear Sir! do not talk of-Sloth nor Vanities, 
It let-my Labour get me means to live. 

al. But if, my pretty One, I ſhou'd receive thec 

Wo 1 more hoſpitable Roof, good Deeds 

ll pay themſelves, and ſuch I muſt eſteem 

' generous Reception of ſuch Sweetneſs, 

jond the menial Service thou canſt do me, : | 
bu wilt not be ungrateful to ſo kind "© Wes. | 
IdenchaRor, NViol. Be ungrateful! No. 

| | | That 
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That Sin my Soul yet 8 Ener. 
Some ny So of Pa Gratitude, I 1 $127 4 The dre te 
We are alone; ſhew me how thou wilt . 
* © And hug me hard, when I have ſtol'n away 
From my too clamorous Wife that watches me, 
Jo ſpend a bleſſed Hour or two with thee. 
« Viol. Is this the Love you mean? you wou'd have that 
Is not in me to give; you wou'd have Wantonneſs, 
Viol. Nay, give it not fo. harſh a Name; but fuch - 
s the warm Love I want. & Viol. And by my Troth 
have it not.—For Heav'ns ſake uſe me kindly ; 
| Though Lbe good, and ſhew perhaps a Monſter, 
As thi World gots. & Veal. I do but ſpeak to thee: 
Iny Anſwers are thy own—I compe! none; 
1 muſt confeſs, all the whole Charity 
I have this Day thewn thee had no other Ends 
But to polleſs the Sweets I had preſerv'd. 
« Alas! What Profit could thy Work do me? 
No; the ſoft melting Joys of Love in thoſe 
Dear Arms were all my Hopes; but not forced from thee, 
No, with thy own Conſent. 4 Viol. I give you Thanks 
For all your Courteſies, and there's a Jewel 
That's worth the taking, that I did preſerve ; 
« Safe from the Robbers. Pray you leave me here 
& Juſt as you found me, a poor Innocent, 
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| And Heav'n will bleſs you for it. Val. Pretty Maid, 

II am no Robber, nor yet Raviſher; _ 0 
II prithee keep thy Jewel. I have done „ 
78 „No Wrong to thee. Viol. No, Str, nor think of doing it 1 
. You have done too much already, ev'n in breathing | J 


n Such impure Sounds to Ears ſo chaſt as mine. 
1 Look round you, Sir, behold yon' Streaks of red, 
The crimſon Skies around the ſetting Sunn, : 

And think it evn the very Bluſh of Heav'n FIT s 
To have heard ſuch Words as theſe. 8 

' Pal. This charming Irmocence 

Has touch'd my Soul fo near, that here l leave thee . 
Wich boch our Vertues __ Nor dares. * HO, 
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«the kindling Flames thou woud'ſt, bring there. 

No, from thy fight my reſcued Honour flies: 

thre no longer truſt ſuch dangerous Eyes. | T Erie: 
n What have I ſcaped! Can Men be ſuch ſtrange Creatures 
dome, they fay, was only made of Man. 

Weckinks tis ſtrange they ſhou d be fo unlike. 

ky be all the beſt was cut away,» © 

lo make the Woman, and the bad was left 

wind with him. — Pl] fit me down, and weep, . 
(| Things have caſt me from 'em, but the Earth. 

The Ereniag comes, and every little Flow'r | 

Drops now as well as 1. — But ſee, kind Heav'n 
es the Innocent. Yonder I ſee | 
we ruſtick Maids paſs by — PII fly to them: 

wr homely Roof will ſure receive me gentlier 

un tuis bad Man wou'd do. True Honour dwells 

kt in proud Palaces, but Cots and Cells, [ Exit. 
ter Jenny dreſs" d up as 4 Shepherdeſs, and ber Lover as a Swain, 
aal Damon and Phyllis, attended by other Ruſtick Maids. 

Ahl. ſha, You're ſo troubleſome! 2 

Dan. Fie, my ſweet Phyllis, can Love be troubleſome ? 

fl. Can any thing but a Fool aik that Queſtion ! 

CC Man. Hey day, who's here] Look, Fubby, look: That young 
fllis there and m a as like one another as two Eg gt out 0 fond 
Nax were not 10 Chicken ſafe in yonder Coop I fbould ſwear*twas ſhe: 
CC. Wiſe, As I hope to be an Alderman's Lady, much ſuch a Look. 
Chin. Good lack a day, bow Faces may reſemble ! | 


CC Wite, ue buſh, we diſturb the Play. WO 
Dan, Come, come, be kind my Dear, and take thy 2——.— 
„now have woo'd thee long. | 1 

P's, Long! How long! Poor three ſhort Months. | 

Den !hr22 Months quotha ! How many an honeſt Turtle-couple 
en 000, mate, neſt, ay, and breed too in half our wooing time. 
ge Aud ud have me ſuch another tame Houſhold Dove, ſlip 
Neck into the Wedlock-coop, and fall to billing without Fear or 
. No, you're a little too haſty. What think you of a Miſtreſs 
þ made her humble Servant wait an Age for her? 

Dn. And ſo marry'd in Crutches; Got their Bride-men and Bride- 

| © maids 
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© maids to ſling em into Bed together, and there e'en ſuored the 

õã7?E oa 8 the 
- Prithee, young Fool, learn thou more Wit, and take 
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Thy hearty Damon, a warm briſk young Fellow rg \ 
Able to do the double Work of Marriage for thee; =" ” 
Make thee a Wife and Mother. W e 
1 Ruſt. Maid. By my Froth, the Man ſpeaks honeſtly,” A 
2 Rift. Maid. Ay, and ingeniouſly too. Here's ſome ſenſe 1 
= ' Courtſhip. But who have we here? A > = 
Eo ron NE RY „„ one Yiol: fDE- f 
Viol. May a poor Maid, by perſecuting Fortune * 
Loſt jn theſe Woods, a Stranger, and expoſed 7 
To iff the Horrors of approaching Night, 90 
Find fo much Pity amongſt all you Fair ones 5 
Of my own tender Sex, to beg this Nights *® 
Reception in your Hoſpitable Wall??? 5 
1 Rust. Maid. The Thing talks prettily. * 
2 Ruſt. Maid. And looks as prettily. Let her go on. Te 
; Viol. Nor let it fright you to receive a Wanderer. * 
Believe me, tho' a Rambler, I am an honeſt one: bis 
| Ill uſed by a bad Man; and for no Fault 
But my fair Vertue'and unſpotted Innocence Fo 
Deſerted at this Hour, and left alone 
* To nought but Hcavn to ſhield me. Phyll. Truſt me, Sweet in 
He muſt be a bad Man indeed, cou'd uſe thee ill. 90 
Dam. Prithee, dear Phy/lis, make her thy Guelt to night. Ar 
Phy, Why honow, buſie Fool, who bid you aſk for her! — . 
Such Sweetnels, pretty Maid, pleads its own Cauſe. - tho 

And thou ſhalt be my Gueſt. Viol. Kind Heav'n reward you 
Dam. Hark you —— only one ſober Word, Prethec make | 
thy Bedfcllow too. Phyll. Still impertinent! My A 4: 
my Bed, and Hcart ſhall all receive her without your ſenſeleſs Stu | 
Dam. Do you hear, Chicken? I have done your bufinels fü 
{  _ You ſhall be her Bedfellow to night ; but upon condition you (pela 
3 | good Word for me that I may be her Bedfellow to-morrow night, 10 
Viol. How, Friend, a Man her Bedfellow! 3 0 
_ Dam. Ay, ay, a Man; ways "tis the whole Work TI haveben GT, 
ing theſe three Months, and there wants nothing but her oo 15 
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ih it, But thou, dear witty Rogue, if thou'dſt thruſt in a Honey- 
heech or wo for me, thou doſt not know what Service thou'dſt do me. 

phy. Nay, Damon, if this ingenious ſwect Creature does take thy 
Cſe in hand, her Wit may do more for thee in an hour, than thy 
gocchead in a month. | ( 8 | 2 
Den. Do you hear that, Child? She tells you her ſelf, what Won; 
{ers you'll do for me. | 

aol. Nay, my kind Patroneſs, if I have your own Commiſſion 
To plead his Cauſe, Love ſhall not want an Advocate. 

Dam. Nay, dear Prattler, we ſhall find thee Work enough for that 
meetty talking Talent of thine. Here's our noble Landlord coming 
bro amongſt us: We expect him here this very Night. Yonder 
F1canorc-walk leads directly up to his great Houle, and he muſt paſs 
his very way. Oh, he's a Noble young Spark, an Honourable 
Knight, and bred up a Scholar at Rome, forſooth. Ay, and the Lord 
fl know not how many Miles round us, an Eſtate of Ten thouſand 
Crowns a year 5 and we are ſome of his Vaſſals, as they call us, his 
Tenants, Now, Child, what ſhalt thou do, but be our Spokeſwoman 
ft us, and make him a fine Compliment in our Name to give him 
his welcome among us. | 
Vial, With all my Heart, kind Friend, that's the leaſt Return 
for the kind Favours I have received amongſt you. 3 

Dan. Nay, dear Rogue, thou muſt throw in one word by the by, 
Mny own ſpecial Caſe. Lou muſt know, my good Father, ret his 
Hol, held a Paſture-farm of Two hundred Crowns à year of him. 
And here's this cunning Baggage will never let me ſlip my Neck into 
Wedlock with her, till my Landlord has renew'd my Leaſe. Now if 
ou dſt but put in a bob that way —— But ſee, yonder he comes. 
| Enter Chevalier and Attendants. 

Chev, Drive round the Park, I'll take the Evening Air, 

MM walk the ſmall Remainder of my Journey. 

Den. Now, Girl, ſpeak up. 

Vol, Permit me, Honour'd Sir, | 

Stranger to theſe Rural Groves, in Gratitude 

bor the Protection theſe kind Friends have given me, 

mio d in their Names, with humbleſt Duty 

Jo hail you, Sir, to theſe ſweet Bow'rs of Innocence, 

Md all thoſe bending Knees that call you Lord. ; 
5 | H Chev. 
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Chev. Go on, thou charming Orator! e 
Viol. Alas, Sir, give my weak Eloquence no ſuch gay Title: 
I am but an humble Suppliant in the Cauſe + ” 
Of your poor Homagers t intreat the Bleſſing 
Of their moſt Honour d Lord's warm Smiles. Nay, I have one 
More fingular Grace t'implore, This honeſt Swain, 
Your duteous Vaſſal, lovEFthat beauteous Maid, 
And humbly begs by me your gracious Hand 
To crown his Joys, and give him his fair Bride. 
Nay, and to urge his Suit a little farther, 
| He has defired me, Sir, to lay before you 
He holds {ome RN ea you. N | 
Dam. Yes, an' pleaſe your Worſhip, Two hundred 
Chev. Hold 8 me! No; F ve * 
My Title's all expired. The Land thou hold'ſt 
No longer mine, but thine; no more my Vaſſal, 
But now thy own free Lord. That Fair one gives it thee 
In Dowry with this Bride. 6 [Gives him Phylls 
nor ſhalt thou wait 
For lingring Bleflings from that giving Hand, 
Pl wake the Lark to ſign and ſeal it thine. 
Dam. My own free Lord, and all my clear Eſtate. | 
Well, Phyllis, now — Phy#. My Hand and Heart's all thine, 
Dam. And ſhall I marry thee? 
Phyl/. Ay, Fool, to morrow. Two hundred Crowns à year! 
Dam. Oh, Noble Sir, you have ſo overloaded me with this Hear 
of Kindneſs I don't know how to thank you 
Chev. Thank not me. Þ 195 85 
[ have given thee nothing. Thank this gracious Foundreſs 
Of thy whole Feaſt of Joy Haſt thou ought elſe, 
Divine one, to command me? I cou'd doal 
Whole Worlds away when diſpenſing Smiles 
Dire& my ſhowring Hand. Dy rn 
Viol. Oh my dread Fears | where will this end? | 
Chev. But ſtay, what am I doing ? SES. 
Lam yet but in a Cloud, and walk. before thee 
With unenlighten'dEyes. Inſtruct my Weakneſs, 
And let me know the due Reſpects I owe thee. 
Saß, whence bright Excellence, and who thou art? 


Tiol. Alas, I am a poor Maid 
Chev. A Maid, and poor one | 
By Heav n, there's Muſick in that ſound! Believe me 
Thoſe Charms, fair Nymph, have made me ſo ill-natureg 
Methinks would not have thee be a rich one, 
For that might make thee proud: And then, alas, 
| hould :pproach with trembling Knees before the 
Bt oc the Sun's retir'd, and Night's bleak Air 
Will breathe too boldly on thoſe lovely Roſes. 
diy then amongſt you all, | 
Where takes this fair Unknown her Reſt to Night? 
P;y/. She does me th' Honour, Sir, to be my Bedfellow. 
Chev. And ſhall I beg one Honour too? Viol. From me, Sir? 
Chev, Only permit me thy fair Hand to lead thee 
To thy repoling Cell. There with a Prayer 
To yond bright Throne call all thy Guardian Angels 
To wait thy golden Dreams. Then to my own 
Uareſting Bed retired, upraiſe the Morn, 
cle the Groves to wake their whole wing'd Choir, | 
To tune their Airs for thee: Bid the gay Spring 
All, all for thee her flowry Odours breathe, | 
And Roſes evn uncropp'd thy Garlands wreathe. 
Say, {hall I in this Cauſe | | 
Viol. Here you reign Lord. [Giving him her Hand. 
And I am all Duty = Guard me, guard me Heav'n! 
Chev, Now, Woman, thou who boaſts the envied Glory 
To ſpread the Pillow for this. beauteous Gueſt, 
Lead, lead the way before me. Lead to that 
Rick Bed of Bliſs where thoſe fair Eyes ſhall ſleep, 
The honour'd Walls which this fair Charge ſhall keep, 
My humbler Tow'rs to that proud Roof muſt bow, 
Mine but the Cottage, thine's the Palace now. . 
[Exeunt, the Maids leading, then Damon and Phyllis hand 
in hand, and the Chevalier and Viola laſt. „ 
C. C. Wife. Well, I perceive by this bigh-flown Courtier, here's new 
Lore work going forwards. 
C. C Man. Ay, and old Love-work well finiſbd, a Marriage-bar- 
gan boneſily ſtruck for to morrow, between this Phyllis and Damon. 
— * C. C. Man. 


ne, 


SCENE changes to 4 Bed-Chamber. Enter Don Garcia, Lucia, the 


P 
C. C. Wife. Yes, yes, well finiſh'd indeed, with neither 


L 1? 
Fool, nor my Jenny's Alderman to ſpoil Sport between em. my 


| Count, and Boy in his own Cloaths. 
D. Garc. Well, Boy, what's this ſad Story thou haſt to tell n 
Daughter in my Hearing ? | r 
Boy. Only this: Your hated and her beſt lov'd Carlo's dead. 
Luc. Dead ! D. Garc. Prithee, Boy, how dy'd he 
Boy. Ay, Sir, there's the ſadneſs of my Story; barr'd all Hope 
Of his fair Lucia, in his wild Deſpair 
He plung'd a fatal Dagger to his Heart. 
Luc. The dear Man kill'd! D. Garc. Self-murder! Horrible! 
Boy. The Blow thus ſtruck, he had only Breath enough 
To tell us that his Death gave him this only Pain 
He fear'd his reſtleſs Spirit wou'd diſturb | 
His Lucia's broken Sleeps. B 
Luc. Ah me! His Ghoſt ! I tremble at the Thought! 
Boy. Fear nothing, Madam, hope a gentler Treatment 
From your kind Carlo, ev'n beyond the Grave. 
Alas, with the ſame dying Breath he told us, 15 
If his laſt Prayer might but obtain the Favour, | 
That his dead Body might be brought before you 
For one laſt Look, one melting Tear of Roy 
From thoſe fair Eyes, he hoped his diſturb'd Spirit 
Would be appeas d, and he ſhould ſleep in Peace. 
In Duty therefore, Sir, to his laſt Requeſt 
Pve brought him in his narrow Walls of Death 
Here to your Gates, and wait your Will and Pleaſure. 
D. Garc. Brought to my Houſe! I do not like ſuch Gueſts. 
Luc. Lou ought to grant me, Sir, one parting Look 
Of the dear Man I lov'd for your own fake. 
When once the Object of Deſire is dead, 
Deſire it ſelf muſt die. The living Carlo 
Barr'd up my Breaſt from any other Love; 
But now he's gone, Heav'n may in time be kind, 
And give me back my ſelf, to make a neẽ- 
Diſpoſal of my Heart more to your liking. | | 
D. Garc. Now thou ſpeak'ſt honeſtly, and thou ſhalt ſee hun. F 
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Lhe Waiters at the Gate bring in the Body. 
nt, Bring in the dead Man! HER 

In, Sir, will you pleaſe to ſtay, and take one Look 

the ad Reliques of thunhappy Carla? 1 E 
, No, Boy, I have had too much of his ſweet Looks, 
ngſt to t114t fond Gypſies Ruin) Ale. 

ale not to be troubled with his ſour ones. 

\ Boy, 111 leave him to that young weeping Fool; 

K nel;ncholy Feaſt is all her own. | 

ly, Perhaps this young Gentleman may have the Curiofity— 
(Mi, Curioſity! Friend, for what? 


| 


To fee this poor dead Man. | 7 8 
(ant, I fee him! What, and fright my ſelf out of my Wits! 
on young Raſcal, I am a wiſer Fool then that comes to. 1 
x not ſuch an extraordinary Stock of Wits, to play the Prodigal 
fe en at that Rate. No, my ſmall Friend, you may keep your | 
hrs to your ſelf. D. Garc. Ay, come along, Don. 
(us. Look upon dead Folks, quotha ! [ Exernt D. Garc. and Count, 
ic, Dear witty Rogue, thou'rt a rare Engineer. 
By. All but my Duty, Madam, to fo dear 
later, and t'oblige ſo fair a Miſtreſs. 
lr. Thy Miſtreſs, Boy ! 
Y. Ay, mine in my bleſt Maſter's Arms, 
Flee they are here. [ Enter four Bearers with a mourning Coffin.) 
bj. No Pcephole left for any. dangerous Eye. 
lic. No, Boy, my Father's Walls are all too thick for Peepholes : 
(es, fear nothing, Boy, the Object is not 

ey tem ting to invite Spectators. [The Coffm is open d, and 
Carlo leaps out of it, and runs to embrace ber. 
lo, My darling Life! Are my Eyes once more bleſt. 
by. Ay, and your Lips too at thus rate. Luc. My Carlo! 
Wl, | am all Raptures! | 
Wy. Oh dear Sir, be as ſparing as poſſible of this high-flown 
1 at preſent, and make a whole Feaſt ont to Morrow 
. | | 
luc, The Boy adviſes well, we muſt be ſpeedy. [ Lies down in the Coffin. 
by. You'll be a little pincht for Bed-room, Madam, but you mult 
ea hard (hifr with it at preſent; my Maſter will make you amends 
Le fairer Lodging and a ſofter Pillow to Morrow. Luc. 
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Luc. So, my dear Carlo, ſlip into my Cloſet, 
There you'll find all things ready to equip you 
For your laſt Maſquerade. Succeſs, SF 
And every ſmiling Star of this bleſt Night, 
Speed our great Project. So, now cloſe me up 
In my low Roof of Death, and bear me fort | 
Bey. To Love and Life, dear Lady.——-So, take Care 
You leave the outward Door a-jar. 27 JEAN 
Bearer. Ne'er fear, Sir, we have our full Inftru&ions, 
IExeunt, bearing the Lady in the Coffm, manet only } 
Boy. Well, little Cupid, thy Votaries have been always fimd 
Politicians, and if this Night's Defign miſcarry, thy blind Deity fl 
| * Y 
have no Knee of mine. | 
| Enter Don Garcia, and Count peeping. 
D. Garc. I ſee my Daughter gave him a ſhort look, 
The Body's gone ſo ſoon. So much the better: 
I hope ſhe'll make as ſhort a Work of loſing | 
- His Memory too. Come, Count, advance and fear not. 
Count. No dead Folks! D. Garc. No, the Coaſt is clear, 
Count. Say you ſo, Sir. [ Bolts in. | 
D. Gare. Ha! Boy! Art thou here fti}]?—PBunt where's my Daught 
Boy. Only gone t' her Cloſet, where ſhe requeſts you'i! leave hg 
For a few ſhort retiring Minutes to compoſe her Sorrow, 
And then ſhe'll come and pay her Duty to you. 
D. Garc. Very well. But how did ſhe receive 
The ſight of her dead Carlo? Boy. When I open d 
To her ſad Eyes the mournful Cell of Death, | 
And ſhew'd her his wan Cheeks, and ghaitly Wound, 
She ſetch'd a Sigh, dropt a freſh Tear. look d pale, 
And in a few ſhort broken Accents cry'd, . 
Alas! Twas hard. Poor Youth !--—- All this for me! 
Thou -lov'd{t me but too well! So figh'd again; 
Then bid me clofe the Coffin: Twas an Object 
Too pitiful, and ſhe durſt look no more. | 
Enter Carlo, as a Ghoſt, with a bloody Breafl, and Dagger in 
Sat Hand, and lighted Torch in another. 
D. Garc. Cario! [They all fbrick, Don Garcia falling backs 
into an Elbow Chair, and the Count upon his Knees, with vis Fad 
the Wall, &c.] Carlo. No | Carlo's Ghoſt! 6 
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1, Bleſs me, fweet Heavin! _ Couns 

2 No, worldly Wretch, before thou aſFſt for Miele . 

"ore Heav'n's Pardon firſt. Look on this Wound, 25 

© Blow my own, but all the Guilt was thine: 

1 ſoreſt thy Daughter from my rightful Arms, | 

V nought but Death could make my Lucia mine. ¶ Count groans. 

Now far beyond thy reach, ſhe's thine no more: 

um up on Wings of Angels to that Seat, 

Where neither Father's Anger, Poverty, 

Nor Mortal croſs ſhall ever part us more. 

h to that Seat of Mercy, where even this 

W Dire Stroak of Death is pardon'd for her ſake, | 

uud our united Hearts Love's endleſs Feaſt ſhall make. [ Exit. 
0 f Count groans. 

f. Carc. Oh my ſick Soul! Confuſion! Dire Confuſion! 

Cunt Ha! Is he gone? D. Garc. Ay, and thy Lucia's gone. 

bunt. Ay, with all my Heart, &en to the Devil together. | 

D. Care. How, Wretch! the Devil. | 

(mnt. Ay, to the Devil, who cares? Here you muſt bring me 

ponoſt a Pack of Bloody-Bones and Cut-Throats, ) 

Ind pull down a whole Houſe of Goblings upon my Head, 

x all for your paltry Daughter, Forſooth, | 

hen one of my Mother's Cook-Maids would have ſerv'd my Turn. 

$a Mercy the bloody-minded Ghoſt did not leave a ſtink of Brim- 

Ine, and choak'd one. D. Garc. Take hence that prating Fool. 

Cum. Ay, and a good Riddance. | 

Sov, Coma, Don, we'll lead thee from this Houſe of Sorrow. 


[ Exit Count. 


ht 


D. Gare, Whither, oh ! where's my Lucia gone? 
by. To Heaven, Sir. 
d her dear Carles Arms, you heard him tell you ſo. 
Dare. Oh my loſt Lucia! Where ſhall thy poor Father 

drowd his ſad Head ? Give me, ye Powers, if poſſible 
ll Daughter and my Carlo back to Life again, | 

throw her int' his Arms, and thank kind Heaven 

[had a Child to give, and fo well given. [Exis, 
. Thrown int his Arms! Yes, ſhe's a duteous Child, 
And has took Care your Will ſhall be fulfill d. 1 
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C. C. Wife. We have fat heren till we are almoſt tired, pid 
my Dear, let's take a ſbort Trip behind the Scenes this Muſick Ting 
C. C. Man. With all my Heart. [Exeunt from the f 
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The SCENE 2 Grove. Enter down from the back Scenes the Cox 
| mon-Council-Man and his Wite, attended by a Player, 


n you pleaſe to retire to your Box ? 
| C. C. Wife. No, my dear, here's our Daughter: Li 
neſs entring; let's tarryuponthe Stage, and take a ſbort View of hey fi 
| © Enter Phyllis ſola. 
Phyll. Was ever ſuch a Fool, (Heav'n bleſs his Worthip!) as f 
young Knight our Landlord; ſous d over head and ears with this xa 
dring 5 my Bedfellow How did he fall upon his Knees to h 
laſt night, and made a little Goddeſs of her; ſaid ſo many fine Thin 
as were never heard under my poor Roof before. Such high Cou 
Compliments grow but thinly in our poor Country Gardens. N 
and who could believe it? the young Gipſie herſelf a ten times wot 
Fool than he? As ſhy of him, I warrant ye, as a Hen of a Kite; a 
as blind, though to her own Happineſs, as an Owl by Day-lig 
Not the Temptation even of three ſoft Pillows to ſleep upon, f 
| Miftreſsſhip of ten thouſand Crowns a Lear layd under her Heal 
a young ſweet Knight in her Boſom, and a Ladyſhip clapt upon 
Back; the Devil a bit could all theſe three move her, —— Na 
and would give him neither a why, nor a wherefore for all this ha 
Uſage, but only Stars and Fate, and Blocks and Mountains, 
Heaven knows what, that lay between 'em. In ſhort, the gave hy 
ſo peremptory a Denyal, and ſent him home to Bed fo ſighing at 
weeping, in ſo doleful a Condition, that the poor Gentleman, I mi 
rant you, has no more cloſed: his Eyes all this Night to think ho 
unmercifully ſhe uſes him, than I have cloſed mine, to think ho 
unmercifully I am going to uſe my ſelf, by parting with my whol 
Chriſtian Liberty this Morning, for a Wedlock Jayl for Life. 
C. C. Man. Do you hear the young Jade? A Wedlock al! I th 
Devil in theſe Play-Houſes? that honourable Matrimony ſhould 1 
fan d at every Tum thus? "OY Ul 
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. Uſe a Pan of PENS nay and fo "Dip 2 Perſon, 10 bar- 
Baroully | Fleſn and Blood cou'd not bear it! No, when I got the 
Ppfey to Bed with me, by'r Lady I fairly took her to Taſk, 
1nd read her ſo round a CL ethere: till at laſt J brought her 
t 6 wret-hed a Confeſſion of her own Folly and Frenzy, her Fond- 
wes for a Sot that üropt her Fother Night, that I proteſt 1 bluſh'd 
for her. And ſhall the noble Chevaleer die for ſuch a Fool? No, 
my Troth, ſha'n't he. III inſtantly to him, and lay her open to 


Nay, and if that won't cure him, I'll take pity of him, and propoſe. 
gew Miſtreſs to him, ——A new Miſtreſs! [Pulling 0 out her Pocket- 
Gloſs.) Ay —Here's a ſweet Let me ſee How prettil 
Pok to Day! Ivow and ſwear I can't ſee what he can find 
Fin that poor Stroller=-Bur—1 proteſt—-I don't know but —-Theſe 
Eyes and this Lord! How ſweetly a Fa would become 
ge. Damon! I have no Demons, 
C. C. Man. Won't ye fo, Gipſeys. | 
. And then PII —And 8 ay, twill do And fo 
pluck up a Heart, Girl. Well, but here's the Miſery, if I muſt 
i forced :- {peak fixſt I ſhall redden like any ſcarlet Roſe 
Muy, r if 1 do? ſo much the better. I am a little too pale, 
Wd : Bluſh will mend my Complexion. A Madamſhip and 
Tuleſhip.——and a Coach and fix, ——and a- Damon! 
A poor Scoundrel, Damon No, I thank you for nothing, 
Enter Damon, with an open ſeal'd Parchmem. 
Don, Oh ſweet Rogue] the Buſineſs is done: Look here, my 
e Baggage, fign'd_ and ſeald, Girl! Two hundred Crowns a 
er, all my own free Land. Well, this Landlord i is a noble 
Ind Gentleman and ſo, come along, Wench. 
hl. Hands of, rude Varlet! Do you know who you prate to? 
Dam Prate, Child, prate! Why I am thy Huſband that muſt be. 
1 wo My Huſbandf "Monſtrous! Sure thou haſt not fuch a Front 
Bra - 
Dam Hey day Come, 1 leave off fooling, and don't 
u me in a Fright. Thou knowſt L am come to marry thee, 
bl. Marry me Was ever {o much hs EE 
CC. Man, Do you bear; Fubby 2 .. ; 8p „ 
1 CC. Wife, A), ay, bear, quotha? | HE, 
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hin, as naked as ſhe was born, till I make him aſham d of her— 
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* Why cy 2 3 Ft Wh. Bot | 
5 | an. V „Child, thy its are not If nite 
WE” e am bet Ichy Been? aun; Phylts ? thy 
2nd Heart all mine: Andpromis'dTſhould this 75 
Pl. Why truly, now l remember me; an Ale Word Nona 
tom me, about ſome ſuch fooliſh Buſineſs, to give an ins we 
Blockhead his Anſwer. But what doſt thou {ke in this Face, = 
'-. Chould'marry\ſuch-a thing as thee: Thou Animal thou wc 
{2 thou inconſiderable, little, pitiful n 3 

# "38 C. C. Man. I can bold no langer. 4 (Going up to her. 

5 B thee, my pretty Infidel, 


C. C. Wife. 2 out on thee: ; for ſhane wx gs 


wal 


C. C. Man. Nay, my Dear, dose give this Ty 
* to handle the W e 21 e loin 51 
bas the Gadfly ſtung thee, that thy Mercum is fo very volatile, i Lor 
15 Higb.ſher. Nothing but a Ladyſhip tz Thou my Daughrry $ File noir 
neſe , and have no more Grace' than to play the Jezabel upon thy ver | ha 
Weddin If that Bagg 72 my own Brat jonder, ſhould Play ne ben 
ſuch 2 = ank, 74 nate her whi bind Hy hey ten thouſand Pond, 0 
e Wife. Ten thouſand Pound] No, by my-Troth;, nor ten Outs U 
* S m But for thee, er Vanity, thou art ſuch 4 wretched fi 
; 1 7 Had one of our Covent-Garden Brood play'd ſuch 4 N ( 
by. As of 7 Ih ork, it bad been a Artie «47 aa but a mere Country 2 
Piece of ff es Innocence 5 | 1 
P )byA. Nay, worthy Sir, you wok tolls 1 55 0 
C. C. Mag. Ltd what you en [7 wy Rows cel ms, 3 Me 
play the Part as the Poet writ it for you you; the ſn {ere 


L your Tun; the Ref obate Seriblers of Ge 45 are ſenſelſ 
r Rogues, t that they bewray 33 own „ "fluff ſo many ih 
1 laineus lewd Characters into their Plays, il . Have almaſt undone 
1 the ry HG they lrve by. But look you , Tl have no fuch lei 
Wt I fit 3 yu baue prumir d to mare this boneft. mon, 41 
EE. you 2 bim; and ud=nigs, ailoper, Ti tig you to your Teader: 
1 Hee, 5 ** rake bet, i, og Gol ber the; She thy own, a 
WY 25 my City Word and Hmour Tos And nom let me ſer ul 


4 00 * Lows part. you. © © [Joyning their Hand: 
3 Dam, Oh dear Sir! you are a worthy good Mau; and if the wich- 
1 >< Poets at this end of Town wou'd but os Brag in your pious Mg: . 
Sy 8 | ral in the Cuy, we ſhould 0 a e * indeed. 4 
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n r. 
ec. Man. Hy Faith, and tit bigh time they ſhould do ſo, For look 
2 Friend, if r lern, and you Lil ertins Players too, 
and voin eee „ 1 live-to get à Fỹ,ẽ 
bor) inig the Government, as I hope I ſoon ſball, I ſhall bave 
Bb at bot your Theatres. Ay, ay, look tot; when that Day comes 
4 clear Stage, and from me no, Favour. | 3 . 
Dan. Nay, Sf, you are a little too hard upon us poor Players, 
ene not all Libertines: No, here's this young Lady and my ſelt 
h 1 fa t AN 992 E ; | 7 
05 6 lan. Are both Sainte, IU warrant you, if I may take your * 
an Word for t. BS. ws „„ | ' 

Dem. Truly, Sir, tho we are but poor Players, we are both ho- 
tones; and as I have the Happineſs ſometimes to play this Lady's 

{over in Jeſt upon the Stage, 1 am her humble Servant too in down- 
Earneſt, and ever ſinee we came together into the Play-Houſe, 
have made that honourable Love to her, and met that favourable 
Firm from her, thatar laſt ſhe has condeſcended —— — 

C. Man. To promiſe thee Marriage? Ha, Boy! 

Dam. Truly, Sir, not to de vain in boaſting of a young Lady's 
urs, ſome ſuch Advances ſhe has been pleas'd to make me, 
ce. Man. Take ber again, tube ber once more, dear Rogue. A. 
% Players, and 4000 te marty and live honeſt ! | 

bam. Verily even ſo, BEE. | | 
CC Man. Prithee, dear Lad, chop up this Wedlock Fob of thine 
% ork thou daft, "obo knows but ſhe may have a tang of the 
„ e and Blood, anti fo pritbee rum to the hong lack- 
Got, and make all ſafe. Aud hen thou haſt her faſt, do me but the 
mr, cho and. thy fair Bride, to viſit me at my ſmall Tenement in 
erde, and bere's my Hand, before all this noble Company, my Hour 
„ tby home; "chan ſhalt be as welcome as my own Heart. An ho- 
bee of Players! OdSfifo, Man, 'T thought you had all lived in 
CC wit. Welcome to our Horſe ! By wy Faith and ſo they ſball. 
, reſolved to bring this ſwert Creature acguainted with her 
, Likeneſs, that Miſt in 4 Maſt onder. 
?ly. Oh Madam f new, you'll de me too much Honour. 
CC. Wife, No, n prerty Saint, the Honour will be 4 your fide. © 
Ihe Chill of a Lady Mayoveſs might be proud of the Fiendſbip of a vir. 
„f PC RR 18, 5s Dam. 
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1 I | | we & "of 
f * 1 wel, Jear Sit ian r cet nd 
make all poffible Expedition in this Nuptial Afar, if only: the 
ſooner to. accept. your honourable City Invitation, and give my ſweet 
Spouſe and my ſelf the Happineſs of your own, and vor Lady 

= "Hy and Patronage : 4 and 4 we bumbly kiſs /your Hands, 
| - [ Ereum Damon and Phy 

A 7Q 2 Wile. 5 bang Bl rag 20 2 along with yon beth, - 

Lady inthe Balcony. So, now the Works wniſhe). Well my pe 

3 ues,” you have perform'd to a Miracle. 

. . Wie. O5 dear. Hubby! I am fo pln with this imc 
' Pair ne Stage-Turtles 
Man. Pleas'd to ſee a couple of Lane Seage Player! h; 

* I amt ſo proud on't, tbat I am reſolvedito have my Statue i 
i in one of. Fa Niches of Paul's, in Honour to my part of the Pa 

 farmance in this Day's glorious Work of Reformation.—— But ch, 

We foal, be nds ne on the Stage, i" 1 retire 20 0ur Box again, | 

” 408 into on 5 
- Enter Chevaleer ſe” Viol 5 
el Is there chat proudeſt Beauty in the World 

| Is * That wears her Heart her own, cou d ſtand invincible? -4 

But Oh! Hard Fate! This Heart's het mine. have Ke 

{9K : 4. Unlock d my Soul, laid the whole Cauſe before vou, 1 1 

Why this Cara Breaſt, this only Rock of Ice =" 

Nor all thoſe daz ling Honours cer can melt. 1 

Ce. Undone by ſuch a Riyal! Can the Sins 

Si - He has committed, ſuch black Crimes, ſuch 8 1 

1 - Hold this amazing Pow'r; thy Heart ſo poorly Ru, Ws 
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. -» Had Truth and Vertue, ſome deſervi Dl „ 
Like Heav'n's once dread commiſſiond Angel, 25 e 
Ueld the flaming Sword againſt me, I had born "LR 
That juſt Excluſion, ev'n without a Hers! W 
„ na to Fate, and only ſigh d and dy d. 5 
E 2 But when a. Closer, ted Guardian bars TYP 8 Y 
1, erg * he Gate to this fair Paradiſe, think what 1 -- "wy 
14 8 J . My tortur'd Soul muſt bear. Viol. Let not the Weaknel | 
1 this poor Heart ſo loſt give you this Torment. | 
V, let it move your Pity... Chev; En that n 


n | Dis Luovove this, 5 
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ee Stab through every generous Breaſt' | 
ſte a Creature ſo deine) Fair 


rich below Contempt . Oh no, reſume” 
beauty and thy Sexes juſt Prerogative: 

hy 07 fake, knock off theſe ſhameful Fetters. 
N Tie can bind thy Faith to ſuch an Infidel! 
l. Alas, Sir, the Eternal Diſpenſations 

* naccountable, Ev n to this bad Man 

| Deſtiny, irrevocable Deſtiny . 

k bound my Lobe with ſuch a fatal Gordian 


- 


boſe cred Powers Can the all-righteous Heay'n 
th Author of Injuſtice us to load 
moſt deſerving Work or their Creation 


; we are all the Work of abſolute Will: 
poulded as th Eternal Mind thinks fit. 

n not always ſhares the worldly Portion: 

mortal Lots muſt not diſpute: Omnipotence. 
Nature, Beings, nay, our very Paſſions 

I their whole Train of Miſeries, are all 

wutable Decree: And ſuch are mine, | 

en to ſuch Love and ſuch inviting Glories 

make no Return; loſt to your Hopes, 

Wto.my ſelf, and Joſt to all the Worlds? 

is ismy Doom, and ne er to be repeal d. 2 
Chev, My Doom's no more to be repeal'd than thine. 
oh, thou killing Fair, there's famething breathes 

| agrant in this tender Voice thou utter ſt. 
ſweetens ev'n the very Death thou giveſt me! 


Face of Ruin from Jour fight for ever. 


lire, and try what Balm the Infinite Merc 
Full pour to heal your Pains; when the ba 


"n . / PDF 
Wurber of your Reſt is ſeen no more. 
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& (ach inglorions Chains, enſlayed-to 2 Miſcreang, 


bh theſe unequal Suffering? Viol. Injuſtice! 


© 


ul, Oh do not name your Death! No, let me take | 


ut pought but Death can break. _ Chev, Oh, do not name 


lv. For ever! That's too diſmal, © Viol. Yes, ir, let ne 
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gate © F n 3 i" : | * ” * * \. VI MAYS. »; 8 . =. 
of 1 Knowiſt chou what, mov at "1 
* Viol. What PU aK aan —.— Engel | 
. Th alkpitying 'Heav'in to nt, the Reflration, e 
„  Otyour lm d Soul 1 5 Ala gg 
7, Comes nom too late. 15 if thy Cruel 8 3 1 | 


a- » 


Has fix d the dire Decree to take thee from of ; IG 5 
Say not for ever. No, be kind and promiſe ne 5 
That! ſhall ſee thoſe Eyes once more, 5 4 
i Viol. 1 promiſe you. n bel „ 

Nil. When eber you pleaſe to call, Fil bring em forth 2M 


„ 


All drown'd in Tears to mourn your Fate and mine. n 
+ --. . _ Chev, Go then, thou gentleſt of the fair Deſtroyers: , YE 
hut to return once more, return to gixe me ** 


WET, The'darling View of thoſe bright Lights that chart Fe” 
Kun in their Work of Death. That beauteous Image X57 3 
7”. Th very Heart it ſtrikes r Paine: * w 
; CA tning glitters whilſt the Thunder kil baun ver 
=. "M be. Enter Rinaldo and Valerig. 0 | fr : 
756 Val. This is the Place. Here did Teave the Maid 
Alone laſt Night, drying her tender ny a 
| -*- | Uncertain what to do, and yet deſiteus 20 bonn 
F yok 8 3-6: eee How rude are all we Men, r RED 
| phat take the name of Civil to gur "Wy, Se £5, 74 
If the had ſet her Foot upon an Earth 725 e 
Where People live that Men call ea es 
Though they had had no Houle to bring her' to,” .- 
. 910 have ſpoil'd the Glory that th Spx Nis = 
tas deck d the 25 in, and with willing Hands | F WP 
"JF Have torn their Branches down, and every Ma 3 
Would have become a Builder for her 1 75 2: „ 
. What time left you her here ꝰ "2" 
al. left her when the Sun had 15 CS to fer 1 
As he is no got from his Place ef Riſme. 
pinald. So near the Night, ſhe could Me RI * 
= 23,6 Val. Without all Queſtion, Sir, ſhe ſought a Houſe, 2 
Or TOR Buer Viola with two Ruſtick Maide. + A 1 
. Nol When 1 have paid him my laſt 1 Viſit, 5 
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e, WMA 
> 
ll fly-as far as trayell'd Worlds can ry, me = 
JADE" > "3 p94, . | os 3 
wo” + MF 4 ; ' . * 4 * * * x 4 * 
3 « WP -2- 4 * * 
e * % 54h * —Y 
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Cf 3 ) % » a | | 4 T » | - 
Milkhicf ave done. . 
= 3 1 4s ſhe, tis ſhe. 


6 [ That Ia « Rinald Lets: awa 4 
f hol inſe& her. Let her line the Wind, 5 V. 
ud we will kneel down here. par © ug 


l, know that Voice and Face. | 

14. So, now you are fafe together, Heay” n and Love 

t you, fo farewel. IP Exir, 
1 Ruft. Maid. Wdz body, Nan, help, ſhe's i in 2 gaben 

1 Ruſt. Maid. An ove a Man, come hither and help a Woman. 
ua. Come hither! "T'was my being now ſo near 

That made her ſwoon. IM my venom'd Eyes 

ike Innocency dead! 1 Ruſt, Maid. How doſt thou! 
WF. Why — well. 2. Ruft. Maid. Art thou able toe. 


Vl. No, pray you * and leave me here alone, 


Til you come back. 

6 1, Ruſt. Maids Leave With that rade Man! 

ia, I know him well IIl warrant thee, f ll ne'er hurt me. 
,. Maid. Leave her! No, by my Troth, my Landlord's Dar- 
p muſt not be fo 2 ted. 
Ruſt. Maid. No, lets ſteal behind this Buſh, and hear what | 
"wm Fool has to ſay to her. [Exeunt Maid; urch the Scenes. 
v 2:21, How does that beautcous wrong'd one! Be not fearful, 
ſl! hold my Hands before my Mouth, and ſpeak: 

My Breath ſhall never blaſt you. Viol. Twas enen 

p uſe me ill, not mock ine: Kneel to me, 

Wor loſt Creature ſo deſpis d as I have been! 

Wald. Alas, I kneel, 23 at this awful diſtance 

el like the Criminal at the Bar of Death 

Mall my Train of conſcious Horrors round me; 

er than Earth, "and ev'n beneath my Grave 

wi offended Fai air © Vol. Nay, fie, Rinaldo ! 
h own you did the Fault, yet ſcorn to come - 
Wir as hither to alk Pardon for it. 

eld. Alas, how; dare my Crimes approach fo near thee, 
Prorthy as Jam] No, to atone my Treaſons, 

Mme to ſearch out Things next to impoſſible, 


Wand me Labours like an angy 
yen the 3 * 1d, : 
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« I nay | 


* - 


7 N 5 . ,% Wo 4 3 . . 
5 — . with better hiebei) receive orgivenels from you 
4 n ES Viol. I will ſet no Penanſde 98 SY. 
1 To gain the great Forgiveneſs. you deſre. r 
* „ 4 gut to come hither, aud take me, and it. 85 
er vou you have me come and beg of you | 
<< That you wou d be content to be forgiven. 
| NT ER ' Rinald, Nay, I will come, ſince that ſweet B cath of Mee 


CON Commands mæ. Tho ugh a Breaker of my Faith. 
RE. ee eee and in that . 
A roving Libertine, I do beſeech you. 55. 
= + ._* Topardon all theſe Faults, and take me up 
3 * Arrhoneſt, temperate, and a faithful Man. "> BEG 7 - He HA 
| Viol. For Heav'n's ſake urge your F aults no — burn 
All the Forgiveneſs I can make you, —— _- 3) 
Io love you, which I willdo, * 8 
Nothing but Love again; Which if 2 * 
ett will love you ſtill, „ | 
'_ « Rinald. Oh, Women! that owe of you will oY 
« An everlaſting Pen into your Hands | 
And grave in Paper, which the Writ Dal Wale 
More laſting than the Marble Monuments, 
«Your mn e Vertues to Poſteritie s 
Which the envious Race of Man ſtrive to conceal. 
Viol. Methinks I would not now for any thing 
But you had miſs'd me. I have made a Story . 
Will ſerve to waſte many a Winter's Fire 
When we are old. III tell my Daughters chen . 
„The Miſeries their Mother had in Love, 1 
And ſay, my Girls be wiſer. Let 1 would nor „ 
85 Have had more Wit my ſelf. 4 
EKEinald. What Muſick does Love breathe! | 


* 


8 W 7 


Viol. Ay, now, tis Muſick.” os . 
But one Day more had untum d all theſe Joys: 3 
I had been fed to ſome mote diſtant 8 


To Wilds and Deſerts, from this fatal Gror 
Rinald. This fatal Ground! IL hope thoſe drauteous Eyes | A 
Ha Litt* no more unhallow'd Fires to fright there 
Vol. * chele hard- fated we have * a ſecond 


* 


* 1 


| More killing and more pitied Wound. Alas, . 
druck with an Honourable Dart, the Lord 100 
(f theſe fair Groves, all ſighing, weeping, dying, 
Hs laid a bleeding Heart beneath my Feet. 
' Rinald. The Noble Youth Don Garcia ! Stood iny Viola's 
Unhaken Love, the Charms of ſuch a Rival ! 5 
duch Youth, ſuch Honour, Vertue, Innocence, 
Nay, and the Lord of all that ſhining Fortune 
En more than doubly mine; and all for worthleſs me 
Viol. Fie, my Rinaldo, now you make me bluſh for you, 
gyn but to ſtart ſo poor a Thought as this! 
Can courting Millions buy my Heart from thee? 
Rinald. Still more divinely good. 
Enter two Ruſtick NINE — | 
1E. Maid. Ay, ay,  all's out. No wonder our poor Maſter - 
tus been ſo us d. Butggome along, Wench, we'll to him immedi- 
ately, and he ſhall We it all through both Ears. | | 
a ETC 
Rinald, New Wonders ſtrike my Eyes! See my dear Carlo + 
Aud his fair Lucia. e . 
Enter Carlo and Lucia. 
Carlo, My moſt honour'd Brother N 
And his ſweet Viola. Mee! 
Viol. Muſt J not call this fair one Siſter? {1 5 
uc. Bleſt with that Title, to meet theſe dear Embraces. 


X | 2 * [The Ladies ſalate. 
Ninala. Yes I have found © On on 


The moſt wrong d Fair, found her all Mercy too, : 
For ſhe has forgiyen me After the long Ordeal 
The burning Iroffs I have paſt o'r to ſeek her, 
Her Guardian Angels have been kind at laſt, _ 
And ſtrew'd my way with Roſes to theſe Arms. 

Carlo. The ſame propitious Pow'rs have bleſs d me too, 
tor the fair Lucia s mine. But the whole Stratagem 
That broke her Jail, and why this diſtant Journey 
For our ſafe Nuptial Knot; will be a Tale too long 
kor the rſt Tranſports of this Happy RE 
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Luc. Look, look, my Carlo, ſee m Father vonder nder. 
Carlo. Ha, thy en nt „ 
Lur. Juſt lighted from his. and moving this 
Ce HR a 1 meet him! 2 « IO: 
Luc. As we ought to meet him, 
With all the Courage of two happy Lovers; 
Put forward a good Face, and tell him all. 
His Pardon we mult atk,, and he mult give it us, 
And a good Decd the fooner done the better. 
5 Enter Don Garcia. | 
D. Garc. Thus far my Grief has wander'd : And if poſſible 
E cou'd ev'n wander from my ſelf. I ſcarce i 
Cou'd have believed this Tragick Viſion, had not 
My. Ghoſtly Guide confirm'd it —— There have been 
Self-murders, and the Guilt of perjur'd Love 
Has pulbd down. greater Vengeance VM Aoſt Daughter! 
Lia and Carlos! Bleſs my Eyes! | | 
Carlo. Be frighted 5 > AP 
At Shadows, Sir, no more. We are Fleſh and Blood, 
Your living Son and Daughter. 
Luc. Begging your Pardon 8 
For all the Frauds, and every little Artifiee 
Love only cou'd commit, and Love forgive, $ 
We muſt deceive no more. My Carlos Murder 
Was all but Maſquerade; and the ſame Shoulders 
That brought that Load of Death into your Houſe 
Bore out your living Lucia, and my Carlo 
Rigg d out a harmleſs Goblin from my Cloſet _ 
To break his Miſtreſs's enchanted Caſtl ©@® 
My dear Knight-Errant, by the Laws f Chivalry, 
Has fairly won me, and as fairly married me. 
D. Garc. By all the Pains thou haſt given me, and by ali 
My Hopes of Joys that thou wilt give me, take her, 
Thou dear Deceiver, take her. With this Hand 
And Heart I give her thæe. | . 
Luc. As I promis d Id ne er wed before your. leave firſt granted, 
I hope I had that Grant when you ſo kindly 1 


- 


—— — 


. 
Wind him alive, and in your Lucia's Arms. 

D. Garc. Well, well, my pretty Juggler, that imper ſect 
(nſent then given is now compleat lead. 
Ces worthy Brother, and his Fair one! 

Thon haſt a Father too, s thou think'ſt 

An angry one. No, hu that F car, ſweet Viola. 
leſt him in my Tears, and the {ame Convert, 
breithing 2 thouſand Pray rs for thy Recovery, 
And wiſhing thee in thy Rinalda's Arms. 

Viol. Our Joys are now compleat. Crown but this Bleſſing 

With the poor Garcia's Peace reſtord —— But ſee, he's here, 
Enter Chevalier in Mourning, 

(bz. 1 come to challenge thy kind Act of Grace. 

But one laſt Look! oh, thou too happy Rival! 

[muſt not ſay an enviedane. Ah, no, 

[ome a galleſs Turtle to this Fair one 

To moan my Fate, but not to murmur at it. 

Viol. Oh, why theſe Sable Weeds 

(hev. Miſtaken Sweetneſs, | 

ll en not Weeds: Theſe are my Nuptial Robes 5 


Wl have choſe me a new Love. 


Viol. Oh, fay that Word again. 
Cher, Choſe — an embracing] Heav'n, reſolv'd at once 
obid cain Hopes and vainer Worlds adieu. 
Vl. What means this Language! Oh my trembling Fears! 
Chev, Only retiring t' a Religious Cell b 
0x long hard Bed of Reſt. | „ 
Vol, Oh do not name 
s barbarous-Reſolve.! 
(bev, Nay, fie, ſwert Viola 3 0 
ſhe Wound thou haſt given me nought but Hcav'n can cure. 
nd can't thou be ſo-cruel as to chide me 
Ny for chuſing me my beſt Phyſician. 

Fidl, No, dear Sir, Truſt Heavn's Medicinal Mercy 
vlind a gentler Cure. Wait the bleſt Hour | 

ben from your Eyes this worthleſs Image vaniſh'd, 
Air Peace {hall be reſtor d. 
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K 2 Rinaid, 
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25 „„ 
© Rinald: Retire t a Convent, quit Mankind, and leave 


The too fad World a Mourner for the Loſs © 
Of ſuch bright Hopes. | 
Viol. Nay, leave this more fad Heart 1 8 50 
With ever bleeding Pains ſhut out from Life by me. 
Chev. And will it pain thee to behold me quit 
This Earthly Droſs for more Immortal Joys! * 
Think not I go to be lock'd up in Solitude BE 
The World's my only Jail, and a bleſs'd Cell 
All ſhining Liberty; there I ſhall ſet | 
A wide Eternity before my Eyes. | 
There I ſhall ſtudy to forget all Sorrow ; - © | 
There learn to bleſs a Rival, court high Heav'n 55 
Io crown your endleſs Joys —— Lp | 
But ſtay, before this ſacred Taſk's perform's® 
I have one Grace to beg of thee, 2 5 
Rinald. Of me Ra ot rae; IS ts IE. 
Chev. Alas, I want no Pomp, Plumes, Wealth nor Honours 
To furniſh a poor Cell, and therefore muſt Fo 
Intreat this Favour, that I may divide 3 
The Worldly Lumber that I leave behind me | 
Betwixt my Coufin Lucia, and thy Viola. 
Rinald. Oh iny Confuſion! Have I robb'd thy Love 
Of all this Earth held dear to thee, and now 
To play hat Spoiler, rifle rhy fair Fortunes! | 
hh as thou valueſt my eternal Peace 
I mfFhave no Denial. Thy Acceptance 5 
Of this mall Tribute laid at thoſe dear Feet Fi 
Iãs˖ all I hae on this fide Heav'n to aſk, 2 
Carlo. Oh, how ſhall we divide our equal Duty 
3 Betwixt our grateful Knees and melting Eyes! 
"Thoſe to acknowledge thy unequalFd Goodnels, 
And theſe to mourn thy more unequall'd Sufferings. © _ 
| Chev. No more of that harſh Subject Now, ſweet Vila 
Lend me thy Hand for one cold parting Kiſs. —[ Xies ber fin 
Here, bleſs d Rinaldo, take thy beauteous Bride! | 
| TD 5 . | Foins their Hai 


„ 
in 3 different Path to Bliſs we move, 
o to that Heav'n below, and I to mine above. 
74, Oh, Sweet Joſt Youth! my watry Pillow ſpread 
thoſe ſad Rites our Nuptial Gordian tyed, 
i to theſe Arms thou ſend'ſt a Mourning Bride. 
tnald. Thy pityed Sufferings ſo mourn d fo felt 
That ev'n the Eyes of a crown'd Rival melt. 

er. Nay, now my Sighs will be all over-paid. 
then, bleſt Pair, ſo bleſt! May you in Love's 
lich Bed of Sweets find all that ſoft Repoſe. 
More Joys of Life than all J go to loſe. . 
ld, Oh Love! What various Trophies does thy Field 
Like the uncertam Lot of Battle yield. 
The Happy all victorious are decree'd 

For Wreaths of Laurel, whilſt th Unhappy bleed. 


[ Exit, 


Player ſpeaks to the Common Council Man. 
Player. Well, Sir, how do you like our Play? 
C.C,Man, T come and talk with you, | 

I Erit with his Wife from the Box to the Stage. 
flyer. Does it come up to your City- Standart of Morality? Wou'd 

5 Multzr before a Court of Common-Council? 

CC. Man. Why truly, Friend, very hardly. I confeſs indeed 
7 your Lucia and your Viola, as you call em, a Brace of inno- 
me young Fondlings , and. rhe Poet honeſtly marries em at laſt. 
Jus fill here's 4 Tang of Rebellion ſow'rs all: They are a couple 
ſcandalbuis Runaways from their honourable Fathers and Guardians. 
Fel, def my Jenny from playing me any ſuch ſlippery Tric ¶ thank 
ber from any ſuch EHlopement. | * 
Player. Are you ſure on't, old Gentleman? * 


[Afide. 


Suſe? Tour boneſt Play-Houſe Couple, that were for marrying in 
pd Earneſt, All a Banter! I can't cbuſe but think bow I was drawn 


ojers, and marry ! 


| 


Player. 


Feaven, I habe ten thouſand Pound Bail of bers in ny Hand, Tafeture 
CC. Man, But what's become of your Shepherd, and bis Country 1 


mn What a credulous old Coxcomb they made of me! A couple of - 


(70% 


Pie Ay, verily, Sir, and are juſt dow rie hw 


Bleſung. 
C. C Man. My. Blefſin wy Troch che l! ber 
Emer Jenny in her own We LS = ber D Damon in abe pou. of 
entleman. 
Dam. Moſt honour 1 0 Fanha' your dutiful Son and Daughter, 
8 [Aneell 
C. C. Man. Sprights and Goblins! th Jenny! I. 
N bat Jenny's that yonder ? 8 pl 


Afreſs in the Gall. Only ſome ſmall part of her Wardrobe, 
Matk and her Scarf, Sir. 

C. C. Man. Cheated and abuſed! Was ever ſuck a piece of Rog 
hammer d, except in the Devil's Forge, a e, Bur bark . 
Sir, do vou think this Hocus Pocus ſball car off my Dangbter 4 
ren thouſand Pound £ 

Dam. J hope ſo, Sir, her Uncle's Will has given it me: 
You know you gave me-your Conſent to marry her, Y a 
All this good Company can bear me Witneſs. F 

C. C. Man. What will they witneſs for thee £ That thou haſt d 
bauck'd my D ter into a Stage - Player Dreſt ber in tbe Badge. 
Satan] The V/ s of a Stroller ! 4 Minſtrel! Ob Aboninaial 

C. C. Wife. Come, Huſband, never dex your ſelf at this ſmall Bl 
in her Scutcheon. _ The poor Girl loved this hone/t Gentleman, and 
reſalved foe ſboull bave bin. But 95 bis Appearance upon 
Stage, furſoorÞ, had ſv loſt bim in your Favor, as to forbid hin ol 
. Thoughts of aſpiring to her, I took Care ſhe ond deſcend to bin 
made. ben tale one Trip 2 Stage her ſelf, to make an equ 
ban. Nay, and this Play-Houſe Plot of ours ſecured her g 
et Dangers of an Alderman Pretender; 75 , very. __ knewh 
nice Ci ty Honour would no more accept of a Flayer for a MWiſe, tha 
you one fora Son-in-law. And therefore make no more I 10 FP the 

.. Matter, but tale em to your Arms, and give em your Ble//mg. 
©  C.C,Man. V hen the Wives F our Boſom plot againſt us, our Def. 
potick Government's at an end, and I muſt faba. Well, Spouſe, if 
I were but aſſured of bis Quality and Fortune. 

C. C. Wite. Trouble not your "af about that. — Though you nevi 
Tee" it worth r * I thought it «worth mine, and am it. 


7 


gut ar DP ** — — 4 2 * 


$42.58 co 
ed that he bas the Eftate he pretends ro, 

WH 72 eſſes himſelf” to ble. and i the 
C Man. Well, Wife, thou baſt conquer d and convinc d ine; and 

7 Hering the 23 0 87 7 77 reformed me, EPS bs = 
Fee Briſt young Fl ow that- deſerves ber, and ſo 
E tage tlie! 

Well, Sir, as kindly as you puſht on the Marria * 
ue Damon and Phyllis „I did not think theſe Wall; bay 5 


Honour. No, 
Ihe Marriage Rites are Rill- to be perform'd. And now, 


e:de-Box Brothers, as I'm one of 
I} oft my Trip on the poot Sta delle, 
I'd all ply Þ amo for my golden * 2 
& Loves fair Lottery with my Fortune crown'd, 
wa all drove kh end, ten thouſand Pound. 
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o IS bard our W Author's no ſmall Pa 
N _ Jeyn d too with fab of Fletcher's labour d Scenes, PI 
Fi} 8 Sbold thus ny ne be thrown aw 5 
Rigg d out 4 hopeleſs long 1 Ply 1 

The Fate of Scriblers now is all D 5 0 | 25 
N U on the Ruling Lords of their Al 2057200 8 
I nat what's crit, 77 they that aurize, nom ke : 
The Favourite Brow mu Ki wear our Bays.” * 
So Hie that ſets up the Town and Stage A”. 

8. His very Name gives All lt ths ſtan 17 AN. 

8 4 ſighted Poet's Muſe may bell be Min nh 3 

Feor tis the Father makes — Brat a Dow 8 

Hue, Gentlemen, you baulk your own Delight: "2" e 


5 In being ouer nice what or who writes, 
in This or that Author; empay Names Neer mind 
1 But take the Muſes Labours as you find em. * 
. pop) ll .4 ws * ‚ 
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